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ACTVS PRIMVS. 


Enter the Ghoft of _Andrea,and with him Renenge, | 








Ghoft. 
=e g Hen this eternall fubRance of my foule, 
Did liue imprifond in my wanton fleth, 


SY 7/3 Eachin theit funtion feruing others neede, . 












‘g\S (Y/ f}) y 1 wasa Courtier in the Spani(h Court: 

ane Ey , My name was Don eAnarea, my difcent aoe 
| Though not ignoble,yerinferiour farre 
To gratious fortunes of my tender youths - 

For there in prime and pride ofall my yeeres, 

By duetious feruice, and deferuing loue, 

In fecret 1 poffelt a worthy Dame, 

Which hight (weete Bel-imperia by names 

Butin the harueft of my fommer ioyes, 7 
Deathes winter nipt the bloffomes of my bliffe, 
Forceing diuorce betwixt my loucandmes 

For in a late confi with Portingale, = 

My valour drew me into dangers mouth, 

Till life to death made paflage through my woundest 
When I was flaine,my foule defcended ftraighe 

To pafle the flowing ftreame of e4cheron, 

But churlith.C4sren onely Boat-man there, 

Sayd, that my rites of buriall not performde, 

I might nor fit amongtt his palenne : 

Ere Solhad flept three oightes in T betsslap, 

And flake his fnoaking Chariot in her floud, 

By Don Horatis our KnighteMarfhals fonne, 
My Funerals and obfequies were done | 

Then was the Ferri-man of Hell contenr,. 


rs | To: 









The Spanish Trazedie, 


To paffe me oucr to the flimie trond, 
Thatleades co tell Aur.us ougly waues: - 
‘L bere plealing Cerberus with honed ipeach, 
J paft che perils of the forinoft porch, 
Not farre trom hence amiuft ten thoufand foules, 
Sate Minos, Eacus, aud Rhadamant: 
To whom no fooner gan I make approch, 
- To-crauea pafport for my wandring Gholt, | 
But Afiacs in graucn leaucs of Lotrerix, 
Drew foorth the manner of my lyfe and death. 
_ This Knight(quoth he)bdoth liwdand dyed in loue 
And for his loue uryed torcune ofthe Warres, 
“And by Watres fortune,loft both loue and life. 
Why then fayd Eecus,conuey him hence, 

To walke with Louersin our ficldes of lou, 

And fpend the courle of everlifting ume, 

Voder greene Mirtle trecs and Cy pers fladcs. 
No,no,fayd Rhadamant,it were not well, 

Wich louing foules,to place a Martialiil; 

He died in warre,and mult to Martial fieldes: 
Where wounded /ic or liues in Jafling paine, 

And e4chilis mermedons to fcoure the plaine. 
Then ines mildett cenfor of the three, | 
Made this deuiée to end the difference. 

Send hin(quoth he}to our infernall Kioge - 

To doome himas belt feemes his Maiettie: 

To this effcét my pafport ftraight was drawne, 

Ju kecpingon my way to Plates Court, 
‘T hrough dreadtulf fhades of euer glooming night: 

I faw more fights thea thoufand tongues can teil, 
Or penncs can write,or mertall hartescan thirke. 

T hree wayes there were,thaton the right hand fide, 
Was ready way vntothe forelaid fieldes, 

Where Louers liue,znd bloodie Martialilles: © 

Bee cither fost containd within his boundes, | 

The left hand path declining fearefulhe, _ 

Was recdie dowacfall vo che deepelt hell, 


PP 


Whee 


, Tbe SpanifhTragedie. | 
"Where bloodie furies: fhakes their whippes of ftecle, - 
And poore Leics turnes an endles wheeles ; 
‘Where Vzurers are choake with melting gold, 
And Wantons are imbraite with ouglie Snakes, 
And Murderers greeue with euerkilling woundes, — 
And Petiurdewightes {calded in bayling lead, 
Andall foule finnes with tocmentes ouerwhelnid; 
Twixt thefe two wayes,I trode the middle path, 
Which brought me to the faire E/iziaz greene: 
In middft whereof; there {tandesa {tately Towre, 
The Walles of Braffe,the Gates of Adamant: | 
’ Hecre finding Plato with his Proferpine, . 
I thewed my Pafport humbled on my knees ; 
Whereat faire Proferpire began to {mile, - 4 
And begd that onely fhe might giue my doome, | 
Pinte was pleafd,and feald it with a kiffe. 
Foor thwith Remenge fhe rounded thee in th’eare, | 
And bade thee lead me through the gates of Horror: 
Where dreames haue patlage in the filent night. 4 
No fooner had the fpoke,but we were hecre, . : 
I wer not how, in swinckling ofan eye, 
; :  Renenge. 7 
Hen know edndrea, that thou att ariued 
Where thon fhalt fee the author of thy deaths 
Din Bathazar the Prince of Portingale, 
Dcpriv’d of life by Bel-smpcrias | 
Heere fit we downe tofee the mifterie, 
And ferue for Chorus in this Tragedie. 


Enur Spam(h King,Generall,Caft ile, Hiercnimes 
| ' King. | : 

IN Ow fay Lord General, how fares our Campe? 
7 Gen. All wel my foueraigne Liege, except forme few, 
That are ceceaft by fortune of the Warre, 

King. But what portendes thy cheeerefull countenance, 
And polling to our prefence chusin hafler - 

Speake man? hath fortune giuen vs vidterie?. : 
a . A Ze Gem . 


The Spanifh Tragedie. 
Gen. Vitoric my Liege,and that with little loffe. 
_ Keg. Out Portmgales will pay vs tribute then,, 
Gen. Tribite,and wonced homage there withall, 
Kg. Then blett be heauen,and guider of che heauens, 
From whofe faire influence fuch inftice lowes. 
Caft. O wsaltuns diletbe Deo, #95 wailtas ather,. 
Et coniuraa curuate poplita gentes 
Succumsbune : reels fovor eff vichoris iuris. | 
Kmg, Thankes tomy loving brotherof Caftiler 
But Generall,vafolds in briefe difcourfe | 
Your forme of Battell,and your Warres fuccefle, 
That adding all the pleafure ot thy newes. 
Vnto the heigl of former happinefle, 
With deeper wage and greater dipnitie, 
We may reward thy blisfull chiualrie. 
"Gen, Where Spainé and Portingale do ioynely knic. 
T heir frontires,leaning on each others bound: 
There met our Armies in their preud aray: 
Both furniffic well, both full of hope and feare: 
Both menacing a like with daring (howes, 
Both vaunting {undue colours of deuice; 
Both cheerely founding trumpets,drummes,and fifest 
Both rayfing dreadfull clamors to the skie, 
T hat vallies,hilles,and riuers made rebound, 
And heauen it felfe was frighted with the found, 
Our Bartels both were pitcht in {quadron forme, 
Each corner {trongly fen{t with winges of fhot: 
But ere we ioynde and came to puth of Pike, 
J brought afquadronof our readieft fhot 
From outour reareward, to. begin the fight, 
T hey brought an other wing to encounter vsz 
Meane while, our Ordinance played on either fide,. 
And Capraines {troue to haue their valours tride, 
Don Pede their chiefe Horfemens Coronell 
Did with his Coronet brauely make attempt, 
To.breake the order of our Battell-rankes; 
But Den Rogero, worthy man of warre, 


‘ wes 


Marcht- 


T he Spanifin Tragedse, 
Marche foorth againft him with our Musketiers, 
And fopt the malice of his fell approch: 
While they maintaine hoe skirmsth too and fro, 
Both Batrailes ioyne,and fall to handie blowes: 
Their yiolent Shot refembling th’Oceas rage, 
‘When roaring loude,and with a {welling tyde, 
It beates vponthe rampiers of huge Rockes, 
And gapes to {wallow neighbour bounding landes: 
Now while Bellona rageth heere and there, 
Thicke {tormes of Bullets ran like Winters hayle, 
And fhiuered Launces,darkt the troubled ayre. 
Pede pes & cnfpide Cufpis,-. 3 
euni fonant annis.vsr petiturgne vir, 
On euery fide drop Captainesto the ground, 
And Souldicrs lie maimde, fome flaine outright: 
Heere falles a body fundered ftom his head, 


Mingled with weapons and ynbowed fteedes, 





There legges and armes lic bleeding on the erafle, 4 


That fcattering, ouer {pread the purple plaine.' 
Inall this turmoyle three long houres and more, 
The vitorie to neither part inclinde, 

Till Dow eAndrea with fi braue Lauaciers, 

In their majne Battel] made fogreatabreach, — 
That halfe difmayde,the maleitud¢ retirdes 

But Baltherar the Portingalesyoting Prince, 
Brought refcue,and encouragde them to ftay, 
Heere-hence the fight was eagerly renewd, 

And in that confit was e4ndrea flaine, 

Braue man at armes, but weaketo Balthazar, 
Yet while the Prince infulting ouer hin, a 
Breath’d ont proud vauntes, founding to our reproch, 
Friendfhip‘and hardie valourioyndinone, = 
Prickt foorth Heratie our Knight-mar(hals fonne, 
‘To challenge foorth chat Prince to fingle fights 
Not long betweene thefe: swaine the fight indurde, - 
But ftraighe the Prince was beaten from his Hoste, 
And fotcit to yeeldchim prifonertohisfoe. ~ 


Whes 





\ 


The Spanifiy Tragedte.. 
When he wastaken, all che reft they fled, 
And our Carbines purfued them to the dea: h, 
Till Phoebus wauing tothe welterne deepe, 
Our Trumpeters were chargde to found retreate. 
Kinz, Thanks good L Generall for thefe cood newes;, 
And for fome argument of more to come, 
Take this and weare it for thy Soneraignes fake. 
Giues him his Chame. 
But tell me now, Haft thou confirinde a peace? 
Gen. No peace my Liege, but peace coudicionall, 
That it wich homage cribute be well payde, 
The furie of your forceswill be {tayde. 
And to this peace cheir Uiceeray hath fub{cribde.. 
— Gines the K. a pap: Ty 
And madea ftemne vow, that during life, 
His tribute fhalbe cruely payde to Spare, = 
King, Thefe wordes,chefe deedes, become thy perfon wells 
But now Rnigbt Marthall, frolicks with the King, 
Fos tis thy Sonne that winnes that Battels prize, 
Hsere. Long may he liue co ferue my Soueraigne liege; 
And foone decay valcile he ferue my. Liege. 
A Trumpet a farre off. 
Kev Nor thou nor he, fhall die without reward, 
What meanes this: ‘warning of chis Trumpet found? 
Gez. This tels me that your graces men of Wares 
Such as Warres fortune hath referu’d from death, 
Come marching on towardes your royal] feate, © 
To thew theniielues before your Maieltie, 
Fof fo I gaue them charge at itiy depart: ee 
Whereby by demonftration fhall appeare, —- 
That all(excepe three hundred,or few more} 
Are fafe returnd and by their foes inricht. 
Tbe Armie enters, Balthazar pelivecne Lorenzo: 


~_ 


and Foratio captiue, - aoe o 


King. A slad lome fiche, I long to fee hen aie) 
They citer and pave by. 
Was _ ie ware Prince of el aes oe 


"The 


“ 


| The Spanifh Tragedie. 

‘That by our Nephew was in triumph led? 

Gen. Ic was my Liege, the Prince of Portingale; 

King. But what washe that on the other fide, 
Hieclie him by th’arme as partner of the prize? 

Fieve, That was my Sonne my gracious sonceaiets , 
Of whom,though from his tender infancie, _ 
My louing thoughtes did neuer hope but wells 
He neuer pleafd his fathers eyestill mow, 
Nar fild tity hart with over cloyingivyes, - , 

Ksig. Goe letthem march once more about = fale 
‘That ftaying them,we may confetre and talke .’ | 
Wich out brawe prifqner, and his double. Guard: “4 
Fiicrenime, it greatly sat vs, ees 
That in our vi@torie chou haue a fhare, 


*. By vertue of thy worthy Sonnes exployt:  -- Exter againt,. 


Bring hither the young Prince of Portingale, a 
The reft mafch on :-but ere they be difmift, =. ° . } 

- Wewill beftow.en every Souldicr two Dackets, 
And oneuery Leader ten, that they may. know 


Our larges welcomes thent, 
~ Exeune all but Bala Hor 
Welcome Don Balchacer,welcomeNephew, | aa 
And thou Aoratiethouart welcometo: 
Yong prince, alchoughe thy fathers hard mifdeedes, ; 
‘In keeping backe the tribuce that he owes, — pd 
Deferue but euill mieafureatourhandst =: 
Yet thal chou: know that Spaine is honourable. 
| Balt, The trefpaffe chat my father made in peace, a 
_Isnow contrould by fortune of the warres $ ’ : 
And cardes once dealt, it boots not aske why fo, 
Ais men are flaine,a weakening to his Realme, a 
His colours ceazd,d blot yntohis name, 
:His fonne diftreft.a corfiae to his heart, 
Thefe punifhments may cleare his lace offences. 
King. 1 Batthazar, if he obferues this truce, 
Our peace will grow the ftronger for thefe warres ¢ 
| pees while liue chou as though notin libertie, y. - 
| | Yee 


T he Spanifh Tragedi¢. 


Yet from bearing anyferuileyoakes —- 

For in our hearing ao deferts were great, 

And in our fightthy felte are gracious. 23 
Bak. And I (hall ftudie to deferue this grace, a 
King. But tcll me,for their holding makes me doubt, 

To which of thefe twaine art thou puloner ? 

_ Lor. Tome my liege. 

Hor. To me ty Soueraigne. | 

Lor, This hand fisft tooke the courfet by ro tainess 
_ Hor. But firlt my launce did put hima trom his horfe. - 

Ler. | ceaz’d his weapon and enioyd.in fir, 0 
g fe. Bucfirlt I fosfthim:lay hisweapoasdowne = 

Kmg. Let golis arme vpon our pruietee i. 
hime gee aul 
Se,worthy prince, to whether didtt thon yeeld ? 
' ‘Bal. To him inecurtefiesco this perterces . - 

He fpake me taire,this other gane me ftrookes:- 

He promifde life,this other thteatned death: |: 

He wan my loue, this other conquered me t 

And trueth fo fay, 1 yeeld my felte to both. 

__ (ero. Buc that I know your Grace fer inft ang wile, 

Ana might teeme partial in this difference; cae, 

Infortt by nature,and by law of Armes,. ius 

My congue fhould plead for yong Horaties right. 

He hunted well chat was a Liens death, 

- Not he chat in a garment wore his skins 

So aka may pull dead Lyons by the beard. : 

» Content thee Marfhall,chou halt haue no wrong. 

Ande oF ‘thy fake thy fonne fhall want no right. 

‘Will both abide the cenfure of my doome? 

Lor. I craue no better then your Grace awardes, | 

Hor. Nor |,alchough 1 fit beside my right. 

_Kig.1 hen by my iudgement thus your {trife fhall ende, 
You both deferuc,and both fhall haue reward. 
h ephew,thou tek{t his weapon. and his horfe 
His weapons and his horfe are thy reward. 

aes didft force him frft to yeeld, 


: Eis 


_ , And thatiutt puerdon may 


The Spanih Tragedie, 
His ranfome therefore isthy valoursfee: , 
Appoint the fumme as you thall both agree, 
But Nephew,thou fhalt haue.the Prince io guard, 
_ For thine eftate beft ficteth tuch a gueft. | 
Frovatios houfewere {mall fdr all his craine. 
Yet in regard thy fubftance ‘oa his, +. = 
fall defert, — : 
To him we yeeld the Armor of the Prince. 
How likes Don Balthazar ofthis deuce? 
‘Bal, Right well my leige,ifthis.prousfo were, 
That Den Horatiobeare vscompanie, -—-=s«Cc:«. 
Whom I admire and loue for cheualrie. ie 4 
King. Horatio,leauc him not thatioues thee fo, _ 
Now let vs hence to {ee our fouldiers paid, _— 
And feaft eur prifoner as our friendly gueft. Exennt. 
Eater Viceroy eAlexandrojUidinppn ws * 
Vice, Is our Embaffadour difpatchttorSpainef 
Alex. Two daics (my. liege) are paft fince his depart, 
Vice. And tribute payment gone along with him? 
Alex. Imy good Lord, © a eas 
Veee. Then reft we heere awhile in ourvnreft., 
And feed eur forrowes with fome inward fighes,- 
For decpelt cares breake neuer. into teares, 
‘But wherefore ficJin Regall throne, | 
- ‘This better fits a wretches endlesmoane, __ 
Yet this is higherthen my fortunes reach, . 
And therefore better then my {tate deferues, | 
a Fallesto the grende > 
1, I, this earth, Image of melancholy, _ 
Seckes him whom tates adiudged to miferies: 
~~ Heereletme lie,now am | at the lowelt.. 
Qui iacet in terra non habet unde cadat, 
In me confumpfit vires fortuna nocendo, 
Nu fupereft ut tam poffit obefe magis. — 
Yes Fortune may bereaue me of my Crowne$ 
Heere take it now, let Fortune do her wort, 
She will not rob me of this-fable weede: | Le 
_ Ba, Ono, 


. T be Spanifh Tragedie, 
‘O no, fhe enuics none but pleafant chings, 
Such is the folly of defpicetull chance, 
Fortune is blinde,and fees not my defertes. 
‘Sois the deafe,and heares not my laments ; 
And could the hcare, yet is fhe wilfull mad, 
And therefore will not pittic my diftreffe. 
Suppote that fhe could pittie me,what then ?- 
What helpe can be expeed at her hands ? 
Whofe foote ftanding on a rouling ftone, 
And minde more mutable then ficle windes. 
Why waile I then wher’s hope ofnoredrefle? —-— - 
O yes,complaining makes my priefe feeme lefle; 
My late ambition hath diftaind my faich, 
My breach of faith occafion’d bloodie wares, 
Thofe bleodie warres haue fpent my treafure, 
And with my treafure,my peoplesbleod, ©. - 
_ And with theieblood, my ‘ioy aad beft beloucd, 
' My be!t beloued,my {weete and onely Sonne. 
O wherefore went J not to warre my felfe ? 
The caufe was mine, I mighthaue diedforboth: - 
My yeeres were mellow, his but young and greene, —¢ 
My death werenatorall,buchis wasforced, 9? - > © 
etiex.No coubt my liege but ftill the prince furuies: 
Cree. Suruies,}where? , | 
eflex.1n Spaine a priloner by mifchance of warre. | 
| U.ce. Then they haue flaine hie for his fathers faute. 
Avex, 1 hat were a breech tacommon law of Armes. ~~ 
U.ce. They reake nolawes that meditate reuenge. 
A ‘ex, His ranfomes woorth will ftay from foule reuenge, 
Urer, No it he liued,che newes would foone be heere. 
Alex Nay,cuill newes will flie falter (tillthan goud. 
Vie. T cil me nommore of hewes,for he is dead. 

Vil'np. My Soueraigne, pardon the Authour of ilInewes, 
And lle be wray the torrune of thy fonne. : 
Vice. Speake one guerdon thee what ere it be, 
Njine eure is readie to receive iJ] ncwes, | 

Mine heart gronc hard gainft muifchiefes battcrie $ 


/ jf 


Stand ~ 





The Spanish Tragedie. 
‘Standvp I fay and tellthy tale atiarge., 
Ux. F hen heare the truth which thefe mine eyes haue feene- 
When both the Armigs were in battell ioyn’d, 
Don Balthazar amidtt the thickefttroupes, 
Towinne renowne,did wondrous feats of Armes :_. 
Amon gft the reft,{ faw him hand to hand i 


- _ In fingle fight with cheir Lerd Generall, 


Tull Alexandra that here counterfeites, 
Vonderthe colour of a duteous friend, 
Difcharged his Piftol} at che Princes backe, | 
As though he would haue flaine their Generall, 
But therewithall Doz Balthazar fell downe, 

And when he fell, then began we to flies 

* Buthad he liued;ehe day had fure beene ours. 

* @Allex, O wicked forgerie :O traiterous mifcreant 
Usce. Hold thou thy peace: but now Usduppe fayy 

Where then became the catkaffe ofiny fonne? 
Vsllup, [faw them drag itto the Spanith tents. 

- Vee. J,l,my nightly dreames hawe told me this 
Thou falfe, ynkind,vnthankfull crayterous beaft, 
Wherein had Balthazar offended thee, : 
That thou fhouldft chus betray him to our foes?” 
Was’c Spanith gold that bleared fothine eyes, 
Thac thou couldftice no part of our defertes? 
Perchaunce becaule rhou art T erferaes Lords 
Thou had{t fome hope to were this Diademe. | | 

-Iffirt my Sonne,and then my felfe were flaines - 
But thy ambitious thought (hall breake chy necke, | a 

- J; this was it that made thee {pill his blood. en 

ae _ Take the Crowne and putitonagaine, 
But ile now weareittill thy blood be fpile. ig = 
' eAllex. Viouchfafe(dread Souetaigne)to heareme {peake, ° - 

/ , Csce. Away with him, his Gght is fecond hell, — 

_Keepe him till we determine of his death.. . 2 

_ If Bahbazar be dead,he fhall not live, | | 

—Uslluppo follow vs for thy reward, | 
— Usllup. Thughaue I with an enuious forged tale, : | 

e « —«B ' Deceiued 


T he Spanish Tragedie, 


Deccived the Kine, betrayd mine enemie, 
And hope for guerdon of my villanie. | Ex#, 
Enter 22 ratsa and Beleimperia, 

Lez Signior Horatw,chis 1s the place and houre, 
Wohercin { mu!t intreat thee ro relate, : 
T hecitrcumftance of ‘Don eAndtreas death ¢ 
Who hung ‘vas my garlands {weeteft flower, 

And in his death hath buried my dehghts. 
Hor. For loueat him,and feruice to your felfe, 
I will retufe this heawic dotefall charge: 
Yet teares and fishes I feare will hinder mre, 
Whea both our Armies were emoynd in fizhts 
Your worthy Chauilier amidft the thickft, 
For glorious caufe ftiltaiming at the faireft, 
Was atthe lait by yong Dow Balthazar, 
Encountered hand tohand t theirfight wastong, 
There hearts were great, their clamours menacing, 
Their ftrength alike,their {trokes both dangereus, 
Buc wrathfull Nemefisthat wicked power, 
Enuying at e4ndreas praife and worth, 
Cut fhort his life to end his praife and worth, 
She, fhe her felfe difguifde in armours maskey. 
(As Pallas wat before proud Pergamns :) 
Brought sn freth fupply of Halberdiers, fe 
Which paunchthis horfe,and dingd him to the ground ¢- 
Then yong Den Balthazar with ruthles. rage, | 
Taking aduantage ofhis foes diftrefle, - 
Did finith what his Halberdiers-begun, : 
And left not till Azdreas life was done. : 
Then thougirtoo late incenft with iuft remorce, 
I with my band fet forth again the Prince, 
And brought him prifoner fromhis Halberdiers, _ 
Bel. Would thou hadft flaine him that fo flew my loue, 
But then wasDon Andreas carkefle loft? : 
__ Gor, No,that was itfor which I chiefly ftroue, 
Nor flepe] backe all lrecoueredhim: 
J tooke him vp and wound him in my armes. 


> And 





The Spanish Tragedie, 
And welding him ynto my priuacetent, : 
T here layd hin downe aud dewd him with my teares, 
_And fighed and forrowed asbecamea friend. 
Bu: nesther triendly fortowes,fighes nor teares, 
Could win pale death trom his viurped right, ~ 
Yetthis | did,and lefle 1 could not doe: a2 
1 faw him honoured with due funeral, 
T bis {caste pluckt off trom his liueles arme, 
Ang weare it in remembtance of my triend, 
Bel. iknow the icarte, would he bad kepe it ftill, 
For had he liued he would haue kept it till, 
And worne it for his Bel-wmperiasiakes 
‘For twas my fauour at his laft depare, 
Bucnowweareitbochfurhhmandme, = |... 
For after himthou haft deferued it bef. | a 
But for thy kindnes in his fe aud death, : 
Be ture while Pel-sesperias life eudures, 
She will be Den Hratsws thaukfulll friend, ; 
Hor And(Madame) Den Freratio will not flacke, 
Humbly to feruc faire Bel- swspersa, . > 
But now ifyour good liking ftand thereto, 
Ue craue your pardon toge feeke the Prince, 
For {o the Duke your father gaue me charge, 
Bel: 1, g0 Horatie,leaue meheere alone, — 
For folitude beft fits my cheercles moods 
Vee what auailes to wale efncreas death, -_ 
From whence Horatio proues my fecendloue? ; 
Had he not loued Azareaashe did, . 
He could not fit in Bel. nsperias thoughtes. — 
- Buc how can loue finde harbour in my breft, 
Tull I reuenge the death of my beloued. 
Yes,fecond loue fhall turrher my reucnge, 
Jie loue Horatio my Andreas friend, | 
The more to (pight the Prince that wrought his end, 
And vhere Don Balthazar that flew my loue, 
’ Himfelfe now pleades for fauour at my hands, _ 
He fhalJin rigour of my iuft difdaine, * ; : | 
2 SS Reape | a 
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T he Spanish Tragedie. 


Reape long repentance of his murderous deedet. 

For what watt elfe bue murderous cowardile, 

So many to oppreffe one valiant Knight, 

Without refpect of honour in the fight? 

Aad here he comes that murdered my delight. - . 

| ~ ; Enter Lorenzo and Balthazar,’ 

Ler, Sifter whatmeanes this melancholy walke ? 
Bel. That for'a while I wifh no companie, - 
Lor. But heere the Prince iscome to wifite you.” 
Bel, That arguesthatheliuesinlibertie, =| 
Bal. No,Madane,buc in pleafing “eruitude, 
Bel. Your prifon thes belike is your conceite,”  ~ 

Bil. I,by conceite my freedomeisenthralde, 

- Bel. Then with conceice eniarze yeur felfe againe., 
Bal. Wharif conceite hauelaid my hearttogape ? | ~ 
Bel. Pay that yodborrowed andrecouerit, = 
Bal, I die if it recurne from whence it hes, 

Bel. Ahcagtles man and liues? A miracle, 
Bal. 1, Lady,loue can worke fuch miracles, 
Lor, Tuth, tuth, my Lord,let goe thefe ambages, _ 

And in plaine tearmes acquaint her with yourloué.’ © 
Bel. What boots complaint, when theres no remedie, 
Bat. Yes to your gracious felfe mutt Icomplaine, 

Ia whofe faire anfwere lies my remedie, - we 

On whole perfeétion allmythoughtsattend,, =~ 

On whofe afpe& mine eyes finde beauties bowre, 

In whofe tranfhucent breaftes my heart is lodgde, |: 

Bel. Alas, my Lord, thefe are but wordes of courfe, 
And but deuifdeto driue me from thisplace. | 
. She going inlets fall ber glone, which Horatio 
| Comming eutstakesupe 
Fir. Madame,yourGloue. si arr 
Bel. Thankes good Aoratie,take it forthy paines. 
Bal, Signior Horatio ftooptinhappy time. | | 
Hor, Treaptmore gracethen Ideferu’dorhop’d. 
Ley, My Lord,be not difmayde for whatis paft, 
-Youknowthat womenoftarchumerous$. 
s _ | Thefe. 


’ 
¢ ' 


The Spanifh Tragedie, 
Thefe cloudes will oucrblow with litle windg,. 
Let mealone, Ile fcatcerthemmy felfes 
Meane while let vs deuife to fpend the time, 
Infome delightfull fportsand reuelling, ._. ae 
_ Hor. Th eKin g,my Lord,is comming hither Rraighe, : 
To feaft the Portugall Embaffadour, 
Things were in readines before I came.. 
Bal, Then heere it fies vs to attend the King, 
Towelcome hithes.our Embaffadour, : 
_ Andlearne my FatherandmyCounrrieshealth, 
Enter the banquet, Trumpets,the King, and Ensbaffadexr. 
_ King. See, Lord Embaffadour,how Spaine entreates. 
- Their prifoner,Balhazar,thy Viceroyesfonne: — 
We pleafure more inkindnes thenin watres. 
Embaff. Sad is our King,and Portugal laments, 
‘Suppofing that Don Balthazar isflaine. — | 
: Bal. So am I flaine by beauties tyrannie 3 
-- You fee, my Lerd,how Balthazar is flaine, 
I frolike with the Duke of (a/tsles fonne, 
‘Wrapteuery houre in pleafures of the Court, 
And grac’d with fauours of his Maieftie. = | 
King. Put off your greetings till our feaft be done, 
Now come and fit with,vs and tafte our cheere,. 
_ 7 Sit to the Banquet, 
Sit downe yeung Prince, you are our fecond gueft,. 
~ Brother fit downe,and Nephew take your place, 
Signior Horatio waite thou yponourCup; 
For well thou haft deferued to be honoured. 
‘Now, Lordings, fall coo,Spaine is Portugal, 
And Portugal is Spaine, we both are friends) 
Tribute is paide,and weenioy onrsight. 
Bue where is old Hierontme ourM fall e 
We promifed vs in honour of our gueft, 
To grace our banquet with fome pompous iclt, 
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| T he Spanilh Tragedie. ae | 
Enter Hicronimo with a Drum, three K nightes each hie ; 
Scutchin: then be fetches three Kurges;they take 
their Crownes andthem’captine, — | 3 
Fhieronimo,this Maske contemtestrine eye, = 7 
Although [found not well the myfterie, ae 
. fiero. The fisit armd Knight, that hung his Scutchin tp, 
He takes the Scutchin and gines tt to the Kings 
Was Englifh Robert Earle of Glofter, : 
Who when King Stephen bore {way in e Albion, - | 
Arrived with fiue and twentiethoulfandmén = st 
In Portingale,and by fuccefleofwarre, ©. =! 
Enforcedthe King (then butaSaafn) 
To beare the yoake of the Englifh Monarchie. —- 
King, My Lord of Portingsle by this you fee, 
That which may comfort both your King andyou, =‘ 
And make your late difcomfortfeemethelefle: = 
But fay Hicronsmso, what was thenexe? , 
Hero, The fecond Knight that hung his Scutchin vp, 
ce hee ad : He doth as be did before. 
Was Edmond Earle of KentineAlbion,) °° 
When Bnglith R:chard wore the Diademe — 
He came Itkewife and razed Lisbon walles, 
And tooke the King of Portingaleinfights * 
For which,and other fuch like feruice done, 
He after was created Duke of Yorke, =. 
Kv:g. This is an other fpeciall argumene, 
That Pertingsle may daine to beare our yoake, 
Whaen it by little Englang hath been yoake: 
Eut now Hieronime, what werethelatt? | ? 
Hi:ro, The third and laft,not leaft in our account, — 
et eee Doing as befere. 


ol 
‘4 


5) , 


‘Wax(as the reft)a valiane Englifh-man, 
Braue Jobn of Geunt the Duke of Lancafter, . | 
As by bis Scutchin plainely may appeares. ae ee 
He with a pu:flant armie came to Spaime, 
And tooke our King of Café prifoncr, 

EuzbaJ, This is anargument tor our Viceroy, 


That 


The Spanifh Tragedie, 
That Spaine may not infule for her fucceffe, 
Siace Engi:(b warriours ljkkewife conquered Spatue, 
. And made them bow theirkneestoeAMion 
King. Hieronimo,\ drinke co thee for this deuice, 

Which hath pleafde both the Embaffadour and met 
Pledge me Hyroxsmo, if thou loue the King. | 

| a a _ Takes the Cup of Horatio, 
_ My Lord, I] feare we fit bas ouer Jong, | 7 
Voleffe our dainties were more delicate: | 
But welcome are youto the beft we haue. 
Now letvsin,that you may be difpatghr, | 
Ithinke our Counfell is alreadie fet. : Exennt omnes 

| Andrta. 

Come wefor this from depth of ynder ground, 
To fee him feaft, that gaue me my deathes wound? 
T hefe pleafant fightes are forrow to my foule, 
Nothing but league,and loue,and banqueting? 

\ Reuen ¢. 

Be ftill Andrea, ere we go from hence,. 
Tie rurne their friendthip into fell defpight: 
- Their loueto morcall hate,theis day to night, 
Their hopeinto page eey 7 ties to warre, 
Their ioyes to paine, their bliffe to miferie. 


t 





ACTVS SECVNDVS. 
Enter Lorenzo and Balthazar. 
—* Lsrenza, 
Y Lord, though Bel-inperia feeme thus coy, 
Let reafon hold you in your wonted ioy: 
In time the fauage Bull fuftaines the yoake, 
In timeall hageard Hawkes will ftcope colure,. 
An time {mall wedges cleaue the hardeft Oake, 
Intime the Flint is pearft with fofteft fhower,. 
And fhe in time will fall from her difdaine, | 


And rue the fufferance cf your frindly painee 
. Cc a Balt. 


Tbe Spanilh Tragedi¢, 
‘Bail, No,the is wilder and more hard withall, 
~ Then beatt,or bird,or tree, or ftonie wall. 

But wherefore blot 1 Bel-imepertas name ? 

Icis my taule, noc fhe that merites blame, 

My feature isnetto.contentherfight, 

My wordes are rude,and worke her no delight. 
 Thelines 1 fend her are but hasth and ill, 

-. Such as doe drop from Pan and Manfias quills 
‘My prefents are not of tufficient colt, 

And being worthles, all my labowrs loft. 

Yec might the loue me for my valiancie ¢ 

J, bue chats {laundered by captiuitie. | | 

Yet might the loue me to contenther reg. - 

“J, bur her reafon maifters his defire, | 

Yet might fhe loue me as her brethers friend § 

I,buc her hopes aime at fomeotherend. 

Yet might fhe loue me to vpreare her fatez 

I, buc perhaps fhe hopes fume nobletmate, 

e¢ might fhe loue me as her beautious thrall, 

J, buc 1 feare the can not loue atall.. | 

Lor, My Lord,for my fake leaue thefe extafies, 

And doubt not but weele finde fome remedie, 

Some caule chere is that lets you noe beloueds 
 Firft,chat mult needs be knowen, and then remoued. 
_ Whatif my filter loue fome other Knight ? | 

Bal. My fCommers day willturne to winters night 
_ Lir- Vhaucalreadyfound aflratageme, =. 

To found the bogtdme of this doubcfull rheame. 

My Lord, for once you thall be rulde by me, 

Finder me not whatere youheareor lec. 

2 force,orfaire meanes will I caft abour, 

o finde the truech of all this queftion our, 

Ho, Pedringane. | | 
"  "PedrSignior, | 

Lar. Vien gue prefig. 


j 
7 


i 


| Enter Pedringain — ) 
Tea Hath yous Lordfhip any feruice to command mee ? 


Ler Il, 


Tbe Spanish Tragedie, 
Lor. 1,Pedringane,feruice of impart, — 
And not to {pend the time in trifling words. 
Thus ftands the cafe 3 itis not long thou knowef, 
Since] did fhield thee from my fatherswrath, 


_ Forthy conucianceine4nareasloucs | 


For which thou wert adiudged to unifhment, 


[Rood betwixt thee and thy punithmenct _ 


And fince, thou knowelt how 1 haue fauoured thee, 
Now, to thefe fauours will I adde reward, 
Not with faire wordes,but fore of gelden coyne, 


— Aad lands, shd linings oynd with dignitics, 


JE chou but fatisfie my iult demand. 
Tell cructh,and haue me for thy lafting friend. 
Ped. What ere it beyour Lordthip thall demaand, 


_ My bounden duetie bids me tell the teucth : 


If cafe it lie in me to tell the trueth. | 

Lor, Then, Pedrmgano, this is my demaund, 
Whom loues my filter Beloswperia ? — 
For the repofech all her truftinthees 
Speake man, and gayne both friendthip and reward: 
I meane,whom loues the ina Andreas place? 

Ped. Alas,My Losd,fince Dow eAudreas death, 
Thayenocreditewithherasbefore, si. | 
And therefore know.not if ‘the loue orno. | 

Lor. Nay, if thou dallie,then Tamthy fo, Draw bisfwerd. 
And feare thall force what friead(hip connot wire, 
Thy death fhall bury whatthy life conceales$ 


Thou dieft,far more eflgeming her then me - 


Ped. Qh, flay, my Lord, 
Lor. ¥ et {peake the trueth,aad I will guerdon thee, 
And fhield thee from what euer can enfue, . 


~ And will conceale what ere proceedes from thee, - 
~ Burifthou dally once againe,thou diel, on 


Ped. \f Madame Bel-impersa be in loue, 
Tor, What Villaine,ifs and ands?; Offer to ke Lies, 
Ped, Oh,tay,my Lords Sheloues Aerarie 
_ Balthazar ftarts bache. 
| ha CG 3 Ley ¢ What 
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Lov. What Don, Horatio our knight Marfhals fonne 2 

Pca. Even himimy Lord, 

- Lor, Now fay, burhow knoweft thouhe is her loue ?: 
Aod thou fhale finde me kinde and Jitberall s 
Scand vp I fay,and feareles tell the trueth. 

Ped. She kent him iecters,which my felfe eritde:’ 
Full fraught with lines and arguments of lone, 
Preferring him before Prince Balthazar. 

Lor. Sweare on this crofle that what thou fayeft is true, 
And that chou wilt coaceale what diou haf{t eolde, 

Ped. | fweare toboth, by himthat made ys all. 

Lor. {n hope thine oath is crue, heers thy reward, 
Bucif I prooue thee perinrde and vniua, 

T his very (word whereon thou tookeit thine oath, 
Shall be the worke crotthy cracedie. 

Ped, What | haue fard is trueand fhallforme, | 
Be (till conceald from Bel-smperia, : 4 
Befides,your Honors hhberalitie, 

Deferues my duteous fcruice,euen till death. 

Lor, Lec this be-all that thou fhale doe for mes. 

Be watchfull when,and where thefelouersmecte, — 
And giue me notice in fome fecret forte 

Ped. Twill myLord, 

_ Lor, Then fhale thou finde that lam fiberall, ‘ 

Thou knoweft that I can more aduance thy {tate 
Then fhe; be therefore wife and faile me not: 

Goe and attend her as thy euftotne is, 

Leatt abfence make her thinkethou doeftamiffe. 
Exit Pedringano,, 
Why lo, T am arinis quam mngenio i - Ss i 
Where words peuailes not,violence preuailes. 
But gold doth more then either of them both, 
How likes Prince Balthazar this ftratageme ? 

Bal. Both well,and il]: icmakes me glad and fad’: 
Glad,that I know the hinderer of my loue, . 

— Sad, that I feare,fhe hates me whome I loue : 


Glad, that [know on whoimtobereuenged, 
ae Sad, 
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Sad, that fheele flie me if Itake reuenge, 
Yet muft | take reuenge,or die my {elfe, - 
For louc refitted growes impatient. | 
I thinke Horatiobe my deftinde plague. — 
Firft,in hishand he brandifhed afwordt, |. 
- And-with that fword,he-fercely. waged warre, 
And in that warre he gaue me dangerous woundes, 
And by thofe wauuds he fercéd meto yceld, 
~And by my yeelding, Jbecamehisflan. 
Now in his mouth he caries pleafing words) - . 
Which pleafing wonds doc harbour {weet conccits, 
Which fweete-conceirs are limbde with flie deceitess . 
Which flie deceits {moth Bel-superias.cares, . . 
And throggh her eares diue downe inro her heart, 
And in her heart fet him where, fhould ftands:. 
~ ‘Thus hath hetanemy body by his force... | 
And now by flieght would captiuate my foules 
But inhis fall [le ¢empt-the deltinies. 7 
And either lofe my life, or winne my loue. | 
Li. Lets goe, my Lord,your ftaying ftayes reuenge, 
Doe you bur follow.me,and gaine your leue, © ; 
Her tavoyr mutt be wonne-by his.remooue. . Exennt, 


_. _Eueer Horatio and Bel-imperia, 
. - der. Now, Modame, fince by fauour of your loue, 
Our hidden {moke is ruraedto open flame 


And that with lookes and wordes wefeed ourthoughts, 

T wo chiefe contents, where more cannot be had, 

Thus in thé mdft of loues faire blandifhments, 

Why thew you figne ofinward languifhments, 

dyingauo {ewerh alito the Prince, and Lorenzo, 

os... placing them in fecrtte 
Bel, My heart, {weet friend, islike a hip at Sea, 

She witheth port, where siding all at eafe, 

She may repaire what {tormie times hauc worne $ 

And leaning on the {hore may fing with ioy, 

That pleafure,follow paine,,audbliffe annoys, 

Ag 3 ee oo" Bo ffesfion 


_ Lr, Dangers of death, but pleafures none all. 
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Poffesfion of thy loue is th’enely ‘tah a 
Wherein my heart with feares and hopes tong toft, 
Fach houre doeth with and long to make refort, 


" -# 
- ¢ 


- Thereon repayre the ioyes that it hath loft: 


And fitting fate to fing in Cupids Quite,.-- ss 
That fweereft bliffess crowne of loues defire, Gy 
- Balthazar aboue, 

Balt, O,fleepe, mine eyes: fee not my loue prophande, ~ 
Be deafe my eares,heare not mydifcontent. © 
Die heart,another ioyes what rhoudeferueft = + 

Lor, Watch ftill mine eyes,to feethe lone difioynds 3° 
Heare fill mine eares, to heare them both lament? — 
Leaueheart toioy atfond Heratiosfall, 

Bel. Why (tands Horatio {peechles all this while? 

Fir, The leffe Efpeake,the more (meduate,: 14. 
Bel. But whereon-doelt thou chiefly medicare ? 

For, On dangers paft,and pleafurestoenfue, — 

Bal On pleafure paft and dangers toentue. 

Bel, What dangers,and what pleafures doe{tthou meane# 
Hor, Dangers of warre,and pleafures ofourleue.  - _ 
Bel. Let dangers goe;thy warre fhall be with mee.: 

But (uch a warring as breakes neobond of peace. 
Spake thou faire words,le croffe them with faire wordes, 
Send thou fweet lookes, He meete them with {weete lookes + 
Write louing lines, It: anfiwerelouinpliness 9) 
Giue me a kiffe, fle countercheke thy kiffe, - - 
Be this our warring peace,or peacefull warre, 
Hor, But gracious Madame,then appeintthefield, = 
Where triall of this warre fhall firft be made. a8 
_ Bal. Ambitious villaine, how his boldnes prawes? - 
Bel. Then by thy fathers pleafant bower the field 
Where firft we vowde our mutuall amitie | 
The Court were dangerous, that place is fafes _ 
Our houre fhall be when Vefper gins to rife, 


| That fummons home diftresfull travellers. 


‘There nene fhallheare vs but the harmeleffe birdes? 7 
er ae Happely — 
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‘Happily the gentle Nightingale, _ 
- Shall carroll vs afleepe erewe be ware s_- 
And finging with the prickle at her breft, 
Tell our delight and mirthfull dalliance. 
Till then each houre will feeme a yeere and more, 
Hor. But honie {weet, and honourablelone, . 
Returne we now into yourfathersfight, 
Dangerous fufpition waites onourdelight. 
Ler, 1, danger mixt-with jealous difpite, 


Shall fend thy foule into eternall night. Exeunt. 
Enter King of Spaine, Portirgale Emsbaffadenr, — 
~ Den Crprian. rte Be 


King. Brother of Caftile,tothe Princeslouc,, 
What fayesyoutdaughter Bel-imprin? 

Cip. Although the coy itasbecomesherkinde,, 
And yet diffemble that fhe loues the Prince 3 
Ydoubtnot I,but the will ftoopeintime. 
And —— a thewillnotbe, . . * 
Yet herein fhallthe follow myaduice,, 2. |. 
Which isto louehim, or forgoemyloue. , 

King. Then Leed Embafladour of Portingale, 
Aduile thy King so make this marriage vp, oe 


For ftrengthing of our late confirmed'league. + ° 
I know no better. meanes to make ysfiriends, = 2 


Her dowriefhall belargeand liberally; 
Befides that, theigdaughter and halfeheire, 2, 
Woro our brether,hexe Don Cipriany, 2 
And fhall enioy the moiti¢ of his land, 
le grace her marrjage with an vnckles gift. 
And this itis,in cafe the match goc forward, . 
The tribute which you pay,fhallbereleatR, 0. 2 
Andif by Balbaza fhe hgugafonag, .. . Pe aaa 
He thallenioy the kingdome afterys, 
Embaff. emake the motion to. opr Soueraigne liege, 
And worke itif my,counfaile may preuaile. © 
Kmg. Do fo, my Loyd, and jf he piue gonfent, 52 es 
I hope his prefence heere will ROMOUE Vtoz: sede, % - 
i eo | . Qa. 


” ew 


The SpanifhFregedie, °° 
Tacclebration of the nuptiallday, °° 0° * 
And let himfelfe determine ofthetime. 7 
Em. Wilt pleafe your grace td commarid me ought befide? -: 
King. Commend me tothe king,and fo Fareewel. 


ws 


- 


- 


But whers Prince Balthazer, to take his leaue ? ri 


Ens. Thatis petformde already,my good Lord, _ 
King. Amongft the reft of what yowhauein charge, ~ 
The Princesraniome muftnotbeforgée: - 3 
Thats none of mine, put his that tooke him prifoner, 
And well his fgrwardnes deferues reward. eo 
Ac was Horatio,our Knight-marthals fonne, - 
Em.Betweene vs ther’saprice already pitcht,  - | 
And fhall be feat with all conudnient fpeed, > 5 
King. Then once againe,Fare-wel; my Lord. 22 0)! 
Em. Fare-wellmy Lord 0 Cafisle, and ehereft, Exit, © 
King. Now brother, you muft take fome litle paine, © 
To wione faire Bel-smpperia from her will} * ~~ 
Yong virgins muft be ruled by their friends, : 
The Prince is amiable,and-louds her well, Ts 
Ifthe negle& him and forgochislove,' | ee 
She both will wrong her owne eftate and-orirs. - oo 
Therefore whiles I doe entertainethe Prince, °°” =~ | 
With greatcft pleafuresthat out Court affords, *' : aa aa 
Endeucur vou to winne your datightersthooghts, = =. -' 
It fhe giue backe,all chis will come to naught, Exenaty | 
Enter Horasio{Beloimperia,and Pearungates) 
Hor. Now that che night begins with fable wings, . 
. To overecloud the brightnes of the Sunne, an 
And thatin darkenes,pleafures maybe dones 
Come, Bel-inperia, lat vs to the Bower, ce a 
And thcre in fafette pefle’ 2 pleafanchower, el 
Ber. I follow thee, my loue,and will not backe,- 
Although my fainting heart controules my foule. 
Hor, Why make you doubt of Pedrmganos faith 
Bel. No,he is as trifty as my fecond telfe._ 
Goe, Pedringano,watch without the gate, — : | 
Andlct vsknowifanymakereproch, «-. af 0-7 
| a ‘Ped Ia 
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Pedr. In {lead of watching, lle deferue more gold, 
By fetching Don Lorenzgtothismatch, . . Exit. Pedy 
Hor. What meanes my loue? i 
» Bel. Uknownotwhatmytelfes =, ss 
And yet my heartfosetels me fome mifchamre, - . 
Hor. Sweetfay not fo : faire Fortune isour friend, 
-. Mand heauens haue fhat vp day to pleafurevs.;. 
The ftarres thou feelt hold backe their ewinckling fhine, 
wAnd Laue hides hes felfe to pleaturevs. 
Bal. T how haft preuailde,lle conquer my mifdoubte 
And in thy lque apd counfell drowne my frase 3 «5 \ -, 
I feare no morg loge now isall my thoughts. =. 4. 
Why ficwe not, for pleature asketyeate..) t,t 
Hor, The morg thou {xt within thefe leapiebowers, 
The more will Fura-decke itwith hes owersi 5, 
_ Bel. bur if Flova {pie Horasiehecres. - ae 
Her iclouseye, willthinkeIfittooneere 
Hor, Harke: Madame, how, the birds recard by night, 
Forioy that Beleimpriafsinfight ©" 0° 
Beli No} (upid counterfeits the Nightingale,» -- , 


To frame fwees mayfick to Horatios tales. Re oye ae, 
fier lf Cupid fing, then {enue isnos fare, > 


y 


I,thou art <erus,.03 fome fairer flare, 
Bel. UE be tenms,thqu mult peederbe Afars, yy 1 
And where Afays.raigneth there mult necdes be watree, -: 
Aa. Then thus beginne our warres,put forth thy hand, *- 
That it may combate with my ryuderhand. 5... A 
Bel. Set forth thy foore core the pufhofmine.. . 
Her, Bur Sisli ray tookes fhall:combate againtt chine: ;, 
Bel. Then ward. thy felfe, d.dartghiskille ac thee. _, 
Hor. Thos Ixctorpshedartghouthrewft atines 4. : 
Bel, Nay,then,ta grine the glory of the field, 
My twinning armes(halbyoke.aod make theeyeelds : - 
Hor, Nay,then ny armes,ate large and {trong withall: 
Thus Etines by vings ate compa {trill they fall. us 5) 
. — Bel. O lec me goryfor in my reoubled eyes, 5. oe 4) 
Now mayeft thou tead shag life ip pafion dich. 4, 
a, oo D2: > ~~ + * Hor. 


oom 


« 
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Ady, “Otay awhile,and J will die with thee... © 
So thale chou yeeld,and yet hate conquered me. 
a Bel. Who's there, Pedringans? We are betraide. <f 
Enter Lorento,Baltharar, (erberin,Pedringane dignifed, 
Ler, My Lord,away with hez,take her afits, A 
O, fir, forbeare,your valour isalteadictrides © -- 067 2-03 | 
Quickely difpatch my mafters. '.- They bang bie ieshe rber, 
‘Hor. Whatwillyemurderme?)) © nee 
_ Lor. ] thus,and thus: thefe are the fruites of tend. - 
SE bpey: halo brety 
Bal, O faut his lifesatad let me-die for tiga). 6204 
O,faue him broker, faye him: Balthatale tT 
Lloued Horatio, but he loued'notmeées;' 
‘Bult. Bhat BakhactloutsBebimperia, = - 1 . 
Lor, Alchongit hig lite were ambitious proud, meh be 
Yet is he ac the higheft now he is dead. 6 OL 
«Bel. Murder,murder, helpe Hierbhime hepa *: vik 
-Lar-Come, hop het'moyth, away with her; t= oe 
Ente {Yicrénimo sn bis fink + 8 3803-4017 
_ . Bier, What out-crie cals mie from tity naked bed, 
And chi!l my throbbing heart wit trembling fare OE 
Which neuer danger yet cold dauat betore ee, 8 
Whecals Etrer:iumo? [peake;heateT ath, * neues, 
I di:! not fltinbe cherefore twas: Ho-decamey: | i: a 
No;no, it was fome woman cridefor Heipey ee 
And here wichin'the gardeh “id ‘the cry;! re ce 
And inthis garden maft I reicbe hen: oP a ee 
But flay; whit murderoiss Fpectackeistbis#!:.-- 4 
Arman hanedé yp anid all the mhittdeterd pone;” * wee 
Aninine hower,tu lathe bailt’ nme Ee Va 
This pla&e \.as made for pledfute botfordésth! {7.3 
re To We rwishin downe 
Thofe'garments that he weares] oft have Weatied” ">! 
Alasjitis Horatio my tweet fonne;! i Boer 
O no,but he that-whiloiiéwwasmyfonne, 7) 2h oe 
O,was itchou Rat cal mie from my bed, ©! 4 2 


{ 
¢ 
. 


~ 


QO, 'peake ifany'Iparke Of HR temaines- iy ee 


a 
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Tam thy father: who hath {laine my fonne 2, . 
What fauage monfter,not of humaine kindes- : 
Heere hath beenegiaeted with thy harmeles blood? 
And left thy bloodie corpes_difhonoured heere, 
For me amidft this darke and deathfull shades, . 
To drowne thee with an Ocean ofmy.teares. - .:: : - 
O, heauchs why made younighe to cousr finned 
By day this deede of darkeneshad netbeene. 


O,carth why didit thounot itttime devaure, «6 ~ S 
The vile prophanes of chisfacred bower. 2). a: 
O, shed pte whie hadft thou mifdene? : ie 
Tolecle thy life ere life was new beguny oc 
O,wicked Butcher whac fo erethou wert...) 1... \ 


How could’ft thou Aangle vertue and defer? 
Aye ine moft wretched that haue loft my joy, '- e faa 
‘Ho beefing ny Horatio my {weet ig Seth. ea 
Lat . . Ester [fabe PEA TE EN icf 
' "Pla Mipinusbanils sbfence inske my heart seein 
Ficronimns, aa shreorotaces eo T7 
Hier. Heere I/abella, helpe: meto janede an - wae 
For fighes ate.flopt,and ali. my teares.atd. fpent,’ « 

f/e. Whac world of priefe.my fonne aaa : 
Qpwhers qhe-apsbour of this eniiles woe. =: ; ch 
' Hero. T o know theauthour-were fame cafe of pre, 

For in reachge my heare would findréliefe.| -' ~ 
dfs, Thien 1s he gone?aad is.my-fonne gone too ca 
O, guth out ceares, founcaines and fluods:of teare’, :: 

_ Blow fighes andrafe coer eerie Wea wot Pehle: 19 
-. Bur putrage fits our curfed wretchedshesy +: eee 
v Aye me, Flcranenfycathusiiand fpeakes: 0) 2 ee . 

"Her Hefupe with vseomigbr, Loaprommangiae aM W 
And {aidhe:would: gocaihitBaltbazear - UCB Sh, | 
Acthe Dukes Palace ¢ there the Seana ledge.: es 


He had no cuftetsere flayout folarey: seco yh ae i 
He may be in hig chaniber; iome ga fee! RedergeHi 
| Enter Pearo,and laques. 29 i000 a 
Iii A pecusk;hé-ranen, Ceveet Hlevtzninen, ee 0 
os LD 3 “Tene 


The Spanish Tragedie. 
Kilere, T rué,all Spaine takes note of i its 
Befides he is fo generally beloued,. 
His Maieftie the other day did-grace him 
With waiting on his cup: chefe be fauours 7 
Which doaatfure me cannetbe fhort lined. | { 
Tle. Sweet:Hicromime, .-'! 
Hiere. Tanonder how chis feltow got his efothes 7 Y 
Sycha,ficha, Welmowthe tructhofaliz | a 
Jaques,runne to the Duke oftCafties prefénely,” 
And bid my fonne Horatieto.come honae, . ae 
T, and his mothechauc bad hana dreapesse aight: ie 
Doc ye heare me fw. é neers eae ye 
Taques 1, fitsi 0 : iit ee | 
Hero. walt sbegon. Pedr const hither tome 
whorhisis,¢..i. | Ped Toowellfir. °°: 
Hiero. Too well, what who ist? Peace, I/abells: Ny 
bluth nor man, ‘Ped. lois my Lord, Horatio, 
Belo £84 tha; Sie Eaosesjburthisdath: Seerer, 
That there are more deluded then oy fclfes Loi 
Ped. DeludedB isi tc te 2) : 
Her. 1.Uvwouldhaae faromnemiy elf within this bow; 
That thishad beonemyfonne Afuratio, 0s 
Fis garments are fodike: Hayate tho nod great pecan 
fai Q would to: Godt weeenonlds © i) 1 
Hier, Were not, Habata,doot thou dreame it ie. aoe 
Cancltyfoft bofome intertaine achought, 
T hat fughabdlackedoede of mifchiefe thould| be dat, 
On one fo pooxe aad (potles as ourfortne?. - ieee 
Away,lam afhangedhd.“osote Loti uot on oe Cpriefe | 
Tee Deare ticnolarmp,'caft a-moreritrious. yt "pom Ahy 
Weake apprebrention giacs buc weake beleiftr .: 
Huey, It was a masture.chat. was hanged:vp betty ii a 
A youth, as Idemiember,| cat him downe::: | - : 
Hit thould prooue nzy:fonne oe oe 1 3 
Say yards, lay you, light: ‘lead peter ine a 
Letme looke againe. . 


‘, oO aa J,confufion, ihe tormeny dh and a, 
‘ Drop 


= 
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Drop all your {tinges at once in my cold bofome, 
That now is {tiffe with horror, kill me quickely 3’ 
Be graciousto me thouinfeQiuenight, 
- And drop thisdeede of murder downeonme, __ 
Gird in my waft of gricfe with thy large darkeneffe, 
And let me not furuiue, to fee the light 7 
May putineinthe mindeIhadafonne, 
Jia. O, fweet Horatio, O, my dearelt fonne. - 
Here, How ftrangly had [lott my way to griefe. 
Sweet lovely rofe,i plucke betore thy times 
Faire worthy fonne,not conquered but betraice : 
Jie kifle thee now, for wordes with teares ate Rtaiud. 
Tj. And leclofe vp the gia(fes of his fight, 
Foronce thefeeyes wereonelymy delight, . —... . 
Heer. Seelt thou this hand-kercher be{merd with blood, 
Ac thall nettrom me till ltakereuenges 
Seeft thou thefe woundes thac yet are bleeding freth, 
Ie not intombe them tll [ haue reyengd: 
Then wil} I ioy amidft my difcoureny: sy. 
Till chen my forrqw acuer thaitbefpeng,.: sg 
Ife. Thehcauens areiutt,murdercannotbehid, = 8 = s 
Timeisthe auchourbothoftruethandright, 5 i, 
And time will bring this treacherie to light. i 
Hier. Meane while,good J/abella, ceafe thy plaintes, =~ 
Or atthe jes diffemble themawhile — .  ---. . . -_- 
Se thall we fooner finde the prattifeout, © 
And learne by whom all this wastrought about, 
Come, ebelanawicscakehimvp,. es 
They take bim up. - 
And beare him in from wut this curled places inns FS > 
lle fay his dirgejGinping fits‘not this afd, ee. 

O aliquié mihi quas pulthrim vereducetherbat, °° 2 Ot. 
Hiere.fets his brett vato hisfwotd «ts 
eM ifceat & noftre derur medétian-dolovig = 

elut fi qui facuent annuns oblimia fuccos, 
Prebeat,sp/e metums magnus qeicungue ptr orbew, + 
~ Gramine Sol pulehras eff ecit in lumen oras, onl 
te | .. | Ti 


~ 


> | 


The Spanish Trageadie, 
I; fe bibam quicquid meditatur fagawenens, 
Quicquid  srrauicuscaca menianettit. 
Omna perpetiar,lecure guoque duns fenel omens, 
Wofter in extintks mortatur pettore fenfics : 
Ergotuas culos nunquam( mea vita ) videbo, 
Et tua perpetuus fepslseit lamina fomnus', 
Enmor iar tecums fic, Sic inuai we fab umbras, 
oft tamen ab-/ift-ams properate cedere detho, 
"Ne mortem uta ditl i than tam nallalequatur, 
Here he throwes it trom lim and beares the body away, 
Andrea, aes : 
Brough{tthou me hither to encreafe my paineg 
Llookt that Bathazar thould haucbeene flaine. at 
Buz as my friend Horatio thar is flaines-: a 7, Pe ah, 
And chey abufe faire Belotmsperia, ct 
On whom I dooted more then all the world, 
Becaute the loued mie more then all the world. 


Rene ae 
Thou talkeft of harueft oath the core is: aceene;. - 
The end is growne of edery wotke welldones: 
The fickle comes notitillthe corneberipe. =e 
Be ftill,and ere I lead thee from this place, 
Hic thew thee esac in  heaate cafes *- 


wid 





AC Ty vs T E RG IVS 22” a. 8 
Exter Viceroy of Priel ea il, ~ 


| Vice] Nfortunate condition of, Kings,.; ni Dged a 
Seated amidit fo many helples doubies:” hoot 
Firlt we are plafk vpon extreamelt heighr, — 3... O 


And oft fapplanred with ckceeding hate, 

Bur cucr fubic& to the wheele-of chunces: “: 
And at our higheftneuerioywe fo, _.- -. 
_Aswe both doubt and dread ourouerthrow. | 
ae {lsiueth not the waues with fundry windes,, | 


The Spanifh Tragedie, 
As Fortune toileth in the affaires of Kings, 


That would be feard, yet feare to be beloued, 
Sith feare or loue to Kings is flatterie: 


- For Inftance, Lordings Jooke ypon your King, - 


By hate depriued ofhis deareft fonne, | 
The onely hope of our {uccefliue lige, a 
Nob. [had not thought that e4lexandres heart, 


Had beene in venomde with fuch extreame hate, 


But now I {ee that wordes haue feucrall workes, 
And ther’s no credite in the countenance. 
Vill, No, for my Lord, had you beheld the traine, 
That fainedloue had coloured in his lookes, 
When hein Campe,conforted Balthazar, > 
Farre moreinconitant had you thought the Sunne, 
That hourely coaftes the Centre of the earth, 
TheneAlexandros purpofetothe Prince, 
Vice, No more,Vikappo, thou hat faid enough, 
Nor thall I longer dally with the world, 
Procraftinatitig Axandros death: | 
Goe fome of youand fetch the‘traitour forth, . 


Thatas he is condemned,he may die. | 


Enter Alexandro, with « Noble man,and halberts. 


‘And with thy words thou flaicft our Woundéd thoughts, 


— Nob. In fuch extreames,will nought but patience ferue. 


e4lex. Butin extreames what patience fhall I vfe? 


Nor difcontents it me to Icaue the word, ss 
~ With whom there oe can preuaile but wrong. | 


Nob. Yet hope the beft. | 
Alex, Tis heaucn is my hope. 


As forthe earthitis too much infed, 


To yecld me hope of any of her mould. : 

_ Vice. Why linger ye? bring forth that daring friend, 

Andlet him die for his accurfed deede. : 
Aizxe. Not that [ feare the extremitie of death, 

(For Nobles cannot ftoope to feruile feare) 


Doe 1 -(O King) thus difeontented liue. 


/ 


But 
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Bur this,O this tormentes my labouring foule, 
Thatthus I die fufpected ofa finne, . 
Whereof,as heaucus hauc knowne my fecret thoughtes, 
So am I free from this fuggeltion. ; 
Vice. No more I fay; to the tortures, when? 
Binde him, and burnehis body in thole flames, 
‘ 3 T hey binde him to tise fiake. 
That fhall prefigure thofe ve quenched fires 
Of Phtegion, prepared for his foule. 
eAlex. My guiltleffe death will be auengde onthee, 
On thee Usiluppo,thar hath malifde thus, 
Or for thy meede,haft falfely me accufde, 
Vidlup. Nay eLlexanaro, st thou menace me, 
He lende a hand to fend tliee ro the lake 
_ Wherethofe thy wordes fhall perth with thy workes: 
Iniurious traytour,monttrous hoiicide. , | 
a Enter Embaffadour. a 
Stay hold a while,and heere with pardon of his Maiettie, 
Lay handes vpon Usuppo. hye (trance? 
‘Usce Embaffadour,what newes hath vre’d this fodaine cn- 
Embaf. Koow Soueraigne I, that Balthazar doth liue. 
Vice. What fayelt thou? liueth Bashazer our Sonne? 
_. Embaf- Your highnefle Sonne L, Balthazar doth live, 
And well intreated in the Court of Spaime: 
_ Humbly commen:iles him to your Maiefties 
Thefe cyes behelde,and thefe my followers, 
With thefe the Letters of che Kinges commende, 
: Giues him Letters. 
Arc happie witnefles of his Highneffe health, 
The King lookes on the Letters,and proceeé ess 
Vice. Thy Scnne doth line,your Tribute is receiw d, 
T ky Peace 1s made,and we are fatisfizd: 
The reft refolue upen, as thinges propo/de, 
Fer beth our benors, and thy benefite. 
Embaf. Thefe are his Highnefle farther Articles. 
, He giucs him m-rve Letters. 
Vice. Accurfed wretch to intumate thefc illes — 


Againft 
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Againft thelifeand reputation 
Ot noble eAlexandro.: come my Lord vnbind him, 

Let him yobind tkee,that is bound to death, 

‘Tomakea quitall forthy difcontent, 
F hey unbinde him, 
e4lex, Dread Lord, in kindneffe you could do no Ieffe, 

V pon report of fuch a damned f2&: | 
But thus we fee our innoceacic hath faued 
The hopelefle hte which thou Usluppo tought 

By thy iuggeitions to have maflacted. 
——— Unce. Say falfe Uslluppo, wherefore didit thouthus _ 

Falfly becray Lord e4lexandroes lite? 

Him whom thou knowelt,that no vakincnefle els, 

But enen che flaughter of our deare({t fonne, 

Could oncehaue mooued vs to haue n: ifconcéiued. 

Alex. Say treacherous Villuppo, tell the King? 

Or wherein hath Alexaxdra vfed thee ill? 

Villup. Rent with remembrance of fo foule adeed, 

My guiltleffe foule fubmits ineto thy doomes _ 

For not for Alexandroes inivries, 

But tor reward,and hepe tobe preferd, 

Thus haue J thamelefly hazarded his ie. 

Vice. Which villaine,fhalbe ranfomed with thy death, 

And not fo meanc a torment as we heere, . 

Deuifde for him,who thou faydft flew our Sonnes 

But with the biteereft cormentes and extreames 

That may be yet inuented for thine ends 

Alex. féemes to intreatt. 

Intreate menot,potakethetraytorhence, Exit Vil, 

And eAlexandro let vs honour thee | 

With publique notife of thy loyahtie, 

Toend fee thinges articulated heere, 

By our great L. the mightie ICing of Spasne, : 
We with our Counfell will deliberate. | «Exist 
— ComeeLhxaudro, keepe vs companie.: 

Enter Flieronumo, 
Hiero, Oh cyes,no eyesb but fountaines fraught’ with teases, 
E2. Oh 


' Shall vnreuealedand ynreuenged pafle, 


‘And frame my {teps to vntrequented pathes, 
~ Thecloudie day my difcontents recordes, 


And driue me forth to {eeke che murderer, 


A letter writtento Heeroma, Red incke, 
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Oh life, no life; buc liuely forme of deatht 
Qh world, no world bue maffe of publique wrongs, : 
Confutde and filde with murder and mildecdes ¢ | 
Oh Sacred hicauens, if this vnhallowed deed, 
If chis inhumane and barbarous attempt, | 
If chis incomparable murder thus, 
Of mine,but now nomore my fonne, 
How fhould we tearme your dealinges to beiuft, 
Ifyou yniuftly deale with chofe thatin youriufticetrult, 
The night fad fecretarie to my mones, 
With diretull vifions wake my vexed foule, 
And with the woundes of my diftresfull sonne, 
Solicite me for notice of his death. | | 
The ougly feends doe fally forth of hell, 


And teare my hearc with fierce inflamed thoughts. — | 
Earely begins to regifter my dreames, 


Eyes, life, world,hcauens,bel,night and day, 

See, fearch, fhew, send {ome man, 

Some meane,that may. . | 
; | Aletterfalth 9 7 

Whats heere? A letter  tufh, it is not fo, 


For want of incke, receine tls bloody writ. 
Me hath my haplesbrother bid from thee, 
Kexenge thy felfe on Balthazar and bim, 
Fer thefe were they that msurdred thy fonne. 
Hieronimo,renenge Horatios death, 
Aad better farreties Beleimperia doth. 
What mcanes this ynexpected miracle ? Le 
My fonne flaine by Lorenzo, and the Prince. | 
What caufe had they Horatio to maligne 2 
Or what might mooue thee Bel-smperia, | 
Toaccuie dy brothcr, had he beene the meane ? 











~~ 
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Eierenime beware, thou art betrayde, 
And to intrap thy hfe this traine is laide: 
_ Aduife thee theretore,be not credulous:. 
This is deuifed to endanger thee, | 
That thou by this Lerenze fhouldft accufe, 
And heforthy difhonour done,thould draw 
Thy life in queftionyand thy name in hate, 
Deare wasthe life of ny beloued fonne, 
And of his death behoues me be reueny’d 3 
Then hazard not thine owne Hieronsmo, 
But liue ’cffe& thy refolations 
_ I therefore will by circumftaunces try 

What I can gather, to confine this wri, 
And harkning neare the Duke of sastiles houfe, 
Clole if I-can with Bel-amperia, 


Toliften more;buc nothing to bewray- | | 
_ Extn — 


Hiero. Now Pedringano, | - 
Ped, Now Heron. | : : 
Hero. Wheres thy Lady? | 
Ped, iknow not, heeres my Lord. - 

| Enter Lorenza. 


Lor, How now,who’s this, Hieronsme? 
Hiro. My Lord. 
_ Ped, Heasketh for my Lady Bel-imperisa, 
Lor, What to doe Hicronimo? T he Duke my father hath 
V pen fome dilgrace a while remooued her hence: 
 _Butificbe ought Imay informe her off, 
Tell me Hieronimo, and ie let her know it. 
dsero. Nay,nay my Lord, I thanke you, it fhall not neat 
Thad afute ynto her, but toolate, 
And her difgract makes me ynfortunate. 
Lor. Why fo Hierenonso? vfe me. 
_ Fiera. Who,you my Lord? 
Irefetue your tanourfor a greater honor, 
This is a very toy my Lord,a toy. 
Lor. All's one Hieronim, acquaint me with it. 


E 3° Hier. 
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Hicro. Y’fayth my Lord tis an idle ching I muft confeffe, 
¥ha’been too flacke,teo tatdie,tooremifie vnto your honor 
Lor. How now Hieranimo? | | 
Eero. Introth my Lord itis a thing of noua, 
The murder ofa Sonne, or fo3 
- Athing ofnething my Lord. 
Liv; Why then farewell. 
Hier.My griefe no hart, my thoughts no tong can tell. Exit 
Lo. Come hither Pedringano, {celt thou this? 
Fed. My Lord | ce it, and fulpe& it coo. 
Ley. Thisis that damned villaine Serberine, 
That hath (1 feare ) reueald Horatios death. 
Ped, My Lord he could not,twas fo lately done, 
And finee he hath not left my companie, ys 
Lor. Admit he haue not,his condition’s fuch, _ 
As feare or flattering wordes may make him falfe. 
Tknow his humour,and therewith repent 
That ere I vide hinzin this enterprize. 
But Pedringano, to preuent the.wortt, 
And caufe i know thee fecretas my foule, 
Heere for thy further fatisfaétion,take thou this, a 
| | ; ’ Giues bem moreGold.  ~ 
And harken to mesthus it is difguifde, | 
‘This nigot thou muft,and prethee fo refolue, 
Meete Serberine at S. Liugis Parke, | 
Thou know’ tis heere hard by behind the houfe, 
There take thy {tand,and fee thou {trike him fure, 
For die he muft,if we do meane to liue. | 
Ped. But how fhall Serberine be there my Lord? | 
Lor. Letme alone, llefendtohimtomecte 
The Prince and me,:‘vhere thou mult do this deed, 
Ped. \i fhall be done my Lord, it (hall be done, 
And IIc goe arme my felfe to ncetehim theere, | 
Lor, Whenthinges fhall alter,as ! hope they will, 
Then fhalt thou mouat for this, chow knowlt my minde. 
| , Exit Peda. 
Ener 
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Cheleleron.  —««.—=—s Enter Page, 
Page. My Lord. | 
Lor, Goce fisra to Serberine, and bid him foorthwith, 
Meetethe Prince and me at S, Lingis Parke, | 
Behinde the houfe this euening Boy. 
Page. lgoemy Lord. 
Lor. But fitra,lee the hower be eight aclocke: 
Bid him not fayle. 
Page. | flie my Lord. Exit. 
_ Ler. Now toconfirme the complot thou haft caft, - 
Ofall thefe practifes, llefpreadthe Watch, => 
Vpon precile commaundement from the King, 
Strongly to guard the place where Pedrinzano 


— This aight thall murder haples Serberine, 


This muft we worke that will auoyde diftruft. 
Thus mutt we pragtilé to preuent mifhap, 


- And thus onc ill,ag other mutt expulle. 
This fly inquiry of Hseronimo tor Bel-smperia,breeds fufpition 


And this fulpition boades a turthcr ill. 

As for my felfe, I know my fecretfauk, 

And fo do they,bue I have dealc for them. 

They that for Coynetheir foules endangered 

‘Tv faue my lifes for Coyne fhall venture theirs? 

And betcer tis that bafe companions die, | 

T hen by their life to hazard our good haps. 

Nor thail they liue for me, to feare their faycht — 

Ile cruft my felfe, my felfe fhall be my friend, 
For die they thail,flaucs are ordaind for no other end. Exit 


Enter Pedringane with 4 Piffoll, 
Ped. Now Pedringano bid thy Piftoll hold, 


_ And hold on Fortune,once more fauoure me, 


Giue bur faccefle to mine attempting (pirit, 
Ani let me fhift tor taking of mineayme: 
Heere isthe Gold, this is the Gold propofde, 


~ Icis no dreamethar [ aduenture for, © 
But Pearingaio is poflelt thereots 


And 
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And he that would not {traine his Confcience 
For him,that thus his liberall Purfe hath &retche, 
Vaworthy fuch a fauour may he fayle 
And wifhing,want, when fuch as I preuayle: 
Asforthefeareofapprehenfion, — 
~ I know (ifneede fhould be) my noble Lord 
Will Rand betweene me and enfuing harmes. 
Befides,this place is free from all fufpe&: 
Heere therefore will I ftay, and take my ftand. 
_ & Enter the Watch. | 
t [wonder much to whatintent itis, 
That weare thus exprefly chargde to watch? 
2 Tisbycommandement inthe Kingsowne name, | 
But we were neuer woont to watch nor ward - 
So neare the Duke his houfe before. 
2 Content your felfe,{tand clofe,ther’s fomewhat int _ 
, _ Enter Serberine, : 
Ser. Heere Serberine attand and ftay thy pace, 
For heeredid Don Lorenzoes Page appoynt, | 
That thou by his commaund fhould{t meete with hime 
How fica place, ifene were fo difpofde, 
Meethinkes this corner is,to clofe wich one. 
Ped. Heere comes the bird thac I muft ceaze vpon, 
Now Pedringanoor neuer,play the man. | 
Ser. [wander that his Lordfhyp ftayes fa long, 
©r wherefore fhould he fend for me fo late? _ 
Ped. For this Serberine, and thou fhalt ha’t? 
: — Shootes the Daggee | 
So, there he lyes; my promife is performde. | | 
_ The Watch 
zr Elarke Gentlemen, this is a Piftoll thor. 
2 Andheere’s one flaine; (tay che murdercr. 
“Ped, Now by the forrowes of the foulesin Hell, 

7 | _— Be ftrines with the Watch. 
Who firft layes hand on me, Te be his Prieft. - | 
3 Sirra,confeffe, and therein play the Priefts | 

Woy haft thou thus vokindly kild the man? 


Sofi 


Ved. 
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’ Ped. Why? becaufe he walk’t abroad fo late. 
3 Come fir,you had beene better kept your bed, - 
Then haue committed this mifdeede fo late. oa © 
2 Come,to the Marfhals with the murderer. 
x On,to Herons: helpe me here, 
To bring the murdered body with vs too. 
Ped, Flicrenomo, cary me before whom you will, 
Whaterc he be, lle anfwere him and you, 
_ And doe your worft, for I defie you all. - | Exennt, 
+ Enter Leieies: and Balthazar, : 
. Bal. How now my Lord,what makes yourife fo foong ? 
Lor.Feare of preuenting our mifhaps too late. 
Bal, What milchiefe is iethae we nor miftruk ? 
Lor. Our greatett illes,we leaft mittru@ my Lord, 
| And inexpeéted harmes do hurt vs mott. 
Bal. Why,tell me Dow Lorenzo, tell me man, 
* Tf ought concernes our honour, & your owne: 2 
L:r. Not you,nor me,my. Lord, but both in one, 
| For I fufpeét,and the prefumption’s Prear, 
That by thofe bate confederatesin our fault, 
Touching the dead) of Don Horatio, 
We are betraide to old “ieronimo. 
Bal. Betrayde,Lo; exzo,tuth it cannot be. 
Lor. A puiltie confcience vrged with the thought, 
OF former cuils,cafily cannot erre : 
lam perfwaded,and difwade me not, 
Thatall’sreuealdeto Hierinimo, =a 
And therefore know that I haue caftit i - | 
But here’s the Page:how now, what newes with thee fo 
Page. My Loru,Serberiveisflaing, = - woe 
Bul, Who, Serberine myman? - | es 
Page. Your Highnes:maa,my Lord.’ : 
‘ hur. Speake Page, who inurdered him , 
"Pace. He that ls apptehended | for the fact: 
Ler. Who? * | ) 
Page. Peiringano, © ae 
Bul, Is sevomelaing ~~ aa his Lotd a well? o : 
es E ns 
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a gh Vr ourdererof histriend. 
Ler, Hath Pedrinzano murdered Serb.rine, 
My Lord,let me catreat youto take the paines, 
To exafperate and halten his revenge, 
Wich your compl)aintes voto my L.the King. 
This their d:fiention breedes a preater doubt. 
Balt, A flare thee Don Dae he fhall die, . 


by) 
1 
a a an Diy egies 


Orelshis Highneffe hardly fhall denie, 
Meane while, ile hatte the Marfhall Selsians 
For die he thall for this his damned deeds 
Exit Bal, - 
Lor. Why, fo: This fits our former pollicie, 
And thus experience bids the wife to dcale. 
J lay the plot,he profecutes the point, 
J {ct the trap,he breakes the worthles twigs, 
_ And fees not that wherewith the bird was himde. . 
. Thushopetull men that meaneto hold their owne, 
Muft looke like Fowlers to their deareltfiiends, . - 
He runnes to kill whom IJ have hope to catch, - 
And n0 man knowes it was my reaching fatch. 
Tis hard to truft vaco a maltitude, - 
x any one in mine opinion, 
When men themfelues their fecerts will reueale. 
| Enter ameffenger with a Letter. 
Ler. Boy. | | : 
_ Page, My Lord. : 
| Lor. Whats he? 
Mef.  baue a Lecter toyour Lordthip. 
Ler. From whence ? 
eMef. From Pedrimgane that’s ne: 
. Lor. So, he is imprifoned then co . a = | 
Me. 1,my good Lord, : | 3 
Lor, What would he with vs? | 
He writes vs here : To ftand good L.and helpe bins in ifr | 
Tell him } haue his Leteers, know his minde, 
And what we may,let him affure him of. 


ati be Bone, my Boy fhallfollowe thee. Exit “fs 


ee 


~ S 
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This workes like waxe,yet oncemore trie thy wits, 
Boy, goe,conuay this parfe ro Pedringano, 
Thou knotveftthe prifon, clofely giue it hime 
_ And be adurfde that none be there about. - 
. Bid -him be merrie ttill, but fecret ¢ | 
And though the ae Sefsions be to day, 
~ Bid hum not doubdof bis deliuerie, 
Tell him his pardon is already fignde, 
And thercon bid him boldly be relolued : 
For were he ready to be turned off, = 
As tis my will the vetermoft be cride’: 
Thou with his pardon fhake attend him (il, | 
-Shew him this boxe,ceil him his pardons in’t,. 
But open’ not,and it thou louctt thy lite 
—— Buc let hin wilely keepe his hopes ynknowne, 
He thall not sane while Don Lorenz lines: aways. 
~ Page.tgo :.*Lordlruone. | 
Lor. But 32. cethatthisbecleanely done, Exit Page. 
Now ftand: oor rortund on acickle point, 
And nowor ricuer ends Coxenzses. doubts, 
One ooely thing is vn: fle ed-y et,. 
‘And rhats to fee che Executioner, 
But to what ende ? 1 lift not truft che ayre: 
With veces .nce ofour preterce therein, 
For feare the pnuie whifpering of the winde, ; 
Conuey our.wordes amonpft vn{riendly carcs,. 
- That lie coo open to aduangages. 
Ex quelque voglio ll ne fun le fay ae 
Jetend.+s0 quel ast bafarae. Ree Exit, 


_— _ Enter Boy With the Boxe. yf 
~My Maifterhath torbicden me to looke in this Boxe, and 
by my trotittis likely,if he had not. warned mee, I fhould not 
haue had fo much idle time $ for we mens-kindein ourminos — 
Fitie, are like -xomen in their vncercaintie :that,they are moft — 
forbidden,they wilffoone!t argempt: fo 1 now, By my bare 


honeftie, heere’s nothing but the bare emprie Boxe t were it 
: | Ra | “Rot, 


Ww 


es x 
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nor fithe againft fecrecic,] would: fay ic were a peece of gen. 
tleman-like knauerie,| mult go to Pedringane,and tel him his 
pardonis in this boxe : nay,l would haue tworne it,had I noe 
Jeene the contrarie. J cannot chute but {miletothinke, how 
the villaine will flour the gallowes, {corue the audience,and 
defcanton the hang-man : and all prefuming of his pardon — 7 
from hence. Wilt not bee an odde 1eft, for mee to {tand and 
grace cuery ieft hee makes, pointing my finger at this boxe | 
as who fhould fay, mocke on, heeresthy watrane. Ift not a 
fcuruieielt, chat aman (houldieft himfelfeto death. Alas, 
poore Peartngano, Lam in a fort fory for chee; but if I fhould 
be hanged with thee,I cannot weepe. Exit, 
7 Enter Edteronimo, andthe Deputie. 

Fiero. Thus mult we toilein other mens extreames, 


That know nor how t@ remedie our owne g 
_ And doe chem iuttice,when voiuflly we, 


J'or all our wrongs can compaffe no.redrefle. 
But fhall L-neuer live to fee the day, 
That I may come by iuftice (of the heauens) 


‘To knowthe caufe that may my cares alay ? 


T his toiles my bodie,this confateth age, 
That onely J to all men iuft mutt-be, | 
And neither Gods nor menr be J iuft come, 
Depu, Worthy Hieronima,your office askes _ 
A care to punifh fuch as doetranfgrefle. 
Huro. So itt my ductie to regard his deathy 
Who wheo he liued deferued my deareft, blood: 
But come, for thac we came for, Jets begin, 
For heere lies that which bids me tobe gone. i 
Enter Officers, Boy and Pedringano,wah a letter 
‘ -  wnhishand,beundg 7 
- Dep. Bring foorth the prifoner,for the Court is fet. - 
. Ped, Gramercie boyzbut it was time to come, 
For I had written to my Lordanew, 
A necrer matter that concerneth him, a | 
korteare his Lordfhip had fergotten me: a | 
| 


ae ee ee 


Lui fitch he hath remen died n.¢ fo well, 


a ‘ 
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Come,come,come on, when thall we to this gcere. 
Aver. Stand foorth-chou monfter,murderer of men 
: And heere for fatisfaétion of the worlde, | 
Confeffe thy follie,and repent thyfaule, = 
| For there’ sthy-place of execution. 
Ped, This is fhert worke; well,to your Marthathi ip: 
F ir] con fefTc,nor feare I death therefore, 
J am the'than,twas I flew Serberine, 
But fir,then you thinke this fhall be the place; 
Where we fhall fatisfie you tor this geare? 
Depu.1, Pearingano. 
| Ped,N ow, thinke not fo. 
Hiero. Peace im pudente, for thou fhalt finde it fo, 

1 For blood:with blood, hall while ] fic as Iudge, 

' Be fatisfied,and the Law difchargde, 
sand though my felfe cannot receiue the like, - 
Yet will [ fee chat other haue their right, 

Ditpatch,che taule approued and confeft, . 
And by our law he'is condemn’d to die, 
_ Hang. Comcon fir,aseyouready?. | 
Ped, To doe what, my fine officious knaue ? 
Hang. To goe to this geere. 
Ped. O fir,you are too torward,thou woulda faine fuarn itl 
~~ mewitha haher, to disfurnifh meéofmy:habit. ~~ 
So I fhould goc out of this gecre my rayment, into that geere 
" . the rope, 
But Hanv-man, nowe I {pie your knauere, He not chaungs 
| Without boot, thats flat, | 
+ Henz.Come,Sin 2. | 7 | 
Ped. So then Umut | 7 | | | 
Hare. No remedie,: - | : | | ° 
Ped. Yes, but there thall be forcomming, does 3s foe 
© Hang Andeed heerc’s a remedie for that. | | 
Pex. ‘How: be curned off? | ' ie ‘ 
Hang. I truely,come,are you readie.: | Se 8 
Yd pray you firdifpatch the day 20es away, 


dig What doe you hang by the houre, if you dos, I may 
F 3 chance 
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- chance tobreake your old cuftome. 


Hoa Faith you haue no reafon, for Lamlike to break your 


yong necke. 
Ped. Doeft thou mocke me Hxg-msan,pray. God I be not 
preferued ro breake your knaues pate for this. 


' Hang, Alas Sir, you are a toote too lowto reachit, and I . 


hope you will neuer grow fo high while [ am in the o'fice. 
Ped. Sirra, doeft fee yonder boy with the Boxe in hishand ? 
Hang. What he that pointes to-it with his finger, 
Ped. I, that companion. 7 | 
- Hang. [ know him not,but what of him 7 : 


Ped, Doel theuthinke to liue till nis olde doublet will 


make thee a new truffe ? : 
Hang. I, and many a faire yeere after, catrufleyp many 
an honefter man chen exher thouerhe.. - | 
Ped.What hattrhe in-his boxe as thou chinkeft 7. 
Hezg. Faith, I cannoctell,not I care not greatly. 7 
Me thinke you fhould rather hearken to your {foules. healthy 
| Ped. Why, Sirra, Hangeman,1 take it,thac that is good for 
_ thebody, is likewife good for the foule : and it may. bee in 
that boxe is balme for beth.. | 


Hang. Wel,thou art euenthe merrieft peece ofmans flefh - 


that cr¢ crondeatmy officedoore. 5 
Ped, Is yourroagarie become an office with a kuaues 


names | = 
Hang. 1, and chat fhall all chey witnes,that fee you feale ie. 


witha theeuesname, . 


Ped. I prethee,requit this good: company to pray forme. 


Hang, I mary, fir,this is a good motion { my matters, you 
fee heeres a good fellow. — ; 
Ped. Nay,nay,now I remember me,let themalone til fome 
other time,for now J haue no great.neede. 
Hero. Thaue not feene a.wrtch fo impudent. 
© monftrous times where murder’s fer fo light, _ | 
And where the foule that fhoulde be fhrinde in heauen, 
Solely delights in inrerdiged things. 
__ Suill'wandring jn the thornie paflages,. a 
ae | hat 





But lethis bodice be voburied. 
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-Thatintercepts it felfe of happinefle, 
Murder,O bloody monfter,God forbid, 
A fault io foule fhould {cape vnpunithed. 
‘ -Dutpacch,and fee the execution done, — | | 
This makes metoremembertheemyfonne, Exit.Hier, 
DPed.Nay fott,no hatte, : | 
Deow. Why, whesefore ftay you,haue youhope of life? 
Ped, Why,|. ; | - 
Hang. As how? | _ 
Ped. Why,Ratcall,by my pardon from theking, 
_ Hang. Stand youon thar,then you hall off with chis, _ 
: He turnes himoff. 
im hence, | 


Dep. So executioner conuay h 
” Eet nor the earth be choaked or infect, : 
- ‘With thas which heauen contemnesand men negheQ P 
. SO | Excunte 
ca Enter Hieromme. = 
Where thal I runne to breath abroadmy woes — 
_ My woes,whofe weight bath wearied the earth? 
Or mine exclaimes that haue furcharg’d the aire, . 
‘With ceafles plaintes for my deceafed fonne ? 
The bluftring windes con{piring with my wordes, 
At my lament haue moved the Icauclestrees. 
Difrobde the medowes of their flowsed greene, 
Made mountaines marth with {pring tide of my teares, _ | | 
And broken through the brafen gates of hell, - = | 
Yer ftill tormented 1s my tortyred foule, 2° 
With broken fighes.and reftles pafsions, 
That winged mout,and houering intheaire, © >. 
But at the windowés of the brighreft heauens, 
Solliciting for iuftice and reuenge : , 
But they are plac’t ia thofe impcriafl heightes. 
Where countermurde with walles of diainond, 
_ [finde che place impregnable ¢ and they 
- Refift my woes,and giue my wordes no ways 


/ . E _— 
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Enter Hang-man With a letter. 


‘Han. O Lord fir,God bleffe you fir,the ‘man f is Pargadey 


Sir,he that was fo full of merry conceits, 
* Mier, Well, What ofhim ? 


Fang. O Lord fir,he went the wrong saaayibe fellowe had 
a faire commiffion tadie contrary. Sirheere is his pal 


‘port, [ pray you tir we hase done him wron ABs . 
her, Uwarrane thee, giue it me. 


Aang, Youwill ftand| betweene the gallo wes and me. 


Fher, Il. 


Haig. I thanke your Livorfhip, © Exit Hingansn. . 
Hera. And yet though fomewhat nearer me concerncs.. 


Twill to eafe the priefe that I fulteine, 

Take truce wich forrow while I fead on this. 
My Lord. 7 Write,as my extreanes requirde, 
T hat you Woisld Labour my deliusries 
Tf yew néglett my life is defperate, . 
end in my death I hatlrencate the troth. 
You know,my Lord, flew bim for your fake, 


And was con ‘ederate with the prince and you, 


_ Wonne by rewardes,aad hopeful promifes, 
7 holpe to murder Don Horatio too. 

Holpe he to murder mine Hratio,- 
And actors in th’accurfed Tragedie. 
Watt chou Lorenzo, Balthazar ‘aad thou, 
Of whom my fone my fonne deferued fo well: 
What haue I heard, what haue mine eyes beheld?’ 
O Sacred heauens,may it come to paffe, 
That fuch a monftrows and detefted deed, 
So clofcly fmotheted,and fo long conic cald 
Shall chus by this be venged orreuéald, 
Now (ee I what Idurft n nor then fulpeét, 


+ That ‘Bel: amperias leccer was not fainde, 
Nor fained (he though falfely they haueé wrongde, | 


Both her, my felfe, Horatio, andthemlelues. ° 
No w may I make’ compare twixt hers and this; = 
Oicuery accrdeatsd neere could finde, 


ad 


‘ Nor any phyficke to recure the dead: 


' 
Ww 
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Till now,and now I feelingly perceiue 
T hey did what heaven ynpunifht would not leaue. 


—O falle Lorenzo,are thefe thy flattering lookes ? 


As chis the honour chat chou di.lftmy fonne ? 
And Bathazar,bane to thy foule and me, 


Was this the ranfome he reteru’d thee for? 


Woe ta the caufe of thefe conftrained wazres, 
Woe tothy bafenes and captiuitie, 

Woe to thy birth, thy bodie,and thy foule, - 
Thy curfed tather,and thy conquered felfe 


_ And band with bitter execrations be, 


T he day and place where: he did pittie thee : 
But wherefore wafte I mine vnfruiefull wordes ? 
‘When naught but blood will fatisfie my woes: 
Z wil go plaine me to my Lord the King, - 
And cry aloude for iuftice through the court. 


. Wearing the flinces with thefe my withered feete, 
And cither purchace iuftice by intreates, 


Or tyre them all with my renenging threats. «s—s(«s Exit. 
Enter Habella and ber maid. oe o § 
_ Ifa. Sothat- you fay,thisherbe willpurgetheeye, 
And this the head, ab, bue none of chem will-purge the heart: 
No,ther’s no medicine left for my difeafe,  - Pye 


8 . She runnes lunaticke. 

> - BiotarkssO wher’s Horatio. e 7 
Maid. Good madame, affright not thus your felfe, 

With outrage for yourfonne Horatio, : 

He fleepes in quiet in thee Ekzian fields. ° 


1 {f% Why did I not giue you gownes and goodly things, — 


Bought you a whiftle and a whipftalke too s_ 


~ Poberevengedontheirvillainies. = © 7% 


Maid. Maddame, thefe humours dotorment my foule, 
Ifa; My Soule, poore foule thou talkes of things 
T hou knoweft not what, my foule hath filuer wings, 


_. ‘That mountsme vp vnto the. higheft heavens. 


‘To hrauen, I there fits m Ali0. : 
| ae ee i y flares Backe 


~ 
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Backe with a troupe offierie Cherubines, —_ 
Dauncing about his newely healed woundes, — | 
Singing {weet hymnes and chanting heauenly notes, 
Rare harmonie to greet his innocencie, | 

T hat liudesI, dide, a mitrourinourdayes; | 
But fay,where fhall I finde the men,the murderers, 
That flew Horatio? whither thall I ranne 2. 
To finde them out,thac murdered my fonne? - Exemts 

| Bel-sesperia, at awsndow. 
Bel.What meanes this outrage thatis offered me? 

Why am I thus fequeftred from the Court ? 

No notice: fhalllnotknowthecauie === + 

Ofthis my fecret and fulpicions ils, 
Accurfed brother,vnkinde murderer, | 

Wiy bends thou thus thy minde to martic me ? 

€4:¢1 ontmo,why write I ofthy wrongs? 

Or why are thou fo flacke in thy reuenge # 

Andrea,Q eAndreathat choa fawelt | 

Me,tor thy friend Horatio handled thus, © 3 

And him for me,thus caufeles murdered, ) 
Well, force perforce, 1 muft confraine my felfe 
_ Lopatience,and applieme to the time, 
Till heauen (as I haue hoped) thall fer me free. 


L4 


- Enter Crs tophil, 
(ori. Come, Madame Bel-smperia,this may not be.- 
| ; . E. xennt, — 
- Enter Lorenzo, Balthazar, and the Pages os 


Lor. Boy,talke no turther,thus farre things go well, 
Thou art affured that thou faweft him dead? 

Page. Or els, my Lord, I Ime not. 

Lor, That’s enough. : 7 

As for bis refolution in hisende, _ 
Leauethat to him with whom he foiournsnow. 
Heere take my Ring, and giue it Chrefophsll, 
And bid him lecmy Sifterbe enlargde, 


And bring her hither {traighe, ie | Exit Page, . 
| Te 


This that J did was for a policie, 
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To fmooth and keepe the murther fecret, , 
~ Which-at a nine daies wonder being oresblewne,. 
My gentle fifter willl now inlarge. 
_ ‘Bal. Andtime,Lorenzo, for my Lord the Duke, 
You heard inquired for her yefter-nighe. 


Lor, Why, and tny Lord,I hope you heard me fay, a 


Sufficient reafon,why fhe kept away: =, 
But chat’s all one,my Lord,you louc her # 
Bal, . 
- Lor. Thenin your loue beware,deale cunningly, 
Saluc all fufpitions, onelyfooth me vp. _ : 
And if the hap to {tand on tearmes with vss | 
_ As for her fweet-heart,and concealement fo, 
" Ieft with her gently vnder fained eft, 
‘Are things concealde that elg would breed ynreft. 
Butheerefhecomes, . ; 
' Enter Bel-smperia.” 
Lor. Now; Sifter. _ | 7 | 
‘Bel. Sifter : No,thou art:ne brother, but an enemies. 
“Els wouldft thoa-nat haue vied thy fifter fo... : 
Firft to affright me with thy weapons drawne,. 
And with extreames abufe my company 3 
Aad then tohurrie me like whirle-winds rage; 
Amidft a crue of thy confederates: 
And clap me vp where none might come at me,. 
-Norlatany,toreucalemy.wrongs se 
_ What madding furie did poffeffe thy wits - 
Or wherein ift that I offended thee? _ = 
Lor. Aduile you better Bel=imperia, 
For Ihaue done you no difparagement : 
Valefle by moredifcretionthen diferued, 
I fought to faue your honour and mine owne. 

Bel, Mine honour, why, Lerenze,whereinift,, - 
ThatI negle& my reputation fo, ssi oo 
 Asyou,orany neede torefcue it? 
Lor. His highneffe,and my father-were refolu’d,. 

o come conferre with old Hyserommo, - a 
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Concetning certaine matteis of eftate, 
That bythe Uice=rcy was determined, - 
Bel, Arid wherein was minehopour touchtin chat? — 
Bal. Haue patience Bel-smperia, heare the elt. 
Ler. Me next in-fight as meffenger they fent, - 
- To giue him notice that they were fo nigh : 
Now when [ came, conforted with the Prince, 
And vnexpeéted in an Arbour theres - 
Found Bel-smperia with Horatio. 
Béd.Howtvan?- ws 
Lor, Why then remembring that old difgrace, 
Which you for Dan «Andrea had indurde, 
And now were likely longer to fufteine, 
By being found io meanely accompanied. 
Thonghe rather(for I know no seadser meane, ) \ 
. Tothruft Horatio foorth my fathers ways 
: Bal. And carrie you dbfcurely tome-where els, 
Leaft chat bis Highnes fhould haue tound you there. - 
‘Bel. Eucn {fo my Lord,and you are witnes, ’- 
That this is truce which he entreareth of, _ 
You (gencle brother forged diés for my (ake, a 
And you, ny Lord, were nade his intlrumentt - 
A -vorke at weorth, warthy the nooting too. 
Bu: whav’s the canfeshat you conccald a,c fince ? 
Lor. Your melauchaly, Sitter, finee the newes, - 
Of your firft tsuourise ‘Den eAndreas death, 
My fathers old waa hbathexalperate. 
Bu, And berrer wafttos you being in difgrace, 
Te. ofentvew felfe,and gue his furte place. 
Be: Bat why vad {nonoticeofbisire? 
Lr. That were io adde moretewell cothe fire, 
Whe burne like efima,toredadrealofle. 2 
B !, Hach hoc my father then'enquirde forme? . - 
Lui. Sitter,he hath, and thus excuide I thee. : 


f 


Fir Belaimperia fee the gentle Prince, 
Louxt ont:y loue,bchold yong Bal bazar, 


|: de wifpeveth in her etre. 


wn ofe 
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.. Whefe pafsions by thy prefence are increaft, 
And in whole melancholy shou maiett lee, 
Thy hate, his loue 3 thy flighc,his following chee. 
Bel, Brother,yeu are become an Oratur, 
- Iknownocl,by whatexperiencen * = | 4 
Too polliticke for me,patt all compzre, be 
- Since latt,I faw yous but content your ielfe, 
~The Prince is meditating higher things, 
Bal. Tis of chy beautie chen, that conquers kings, © 
Of thofe thy trefles Ariaaneswine’S; 
Wherewich my libertie thot halt furprifde, 
O* caac thine iuorie tront my forrowes map, | ae 
V Vherein Ifeeno Hauentoreftmyhope = in 
Bel. To loue, and feare,and both at encemy Lord. | 
In my conceite,are chings of more import a 
Then womens wits are tobe buficd wath. | 
Bal. Tis i chat loue. | 
Bel. VVhom? 
Bal, Bel-smperis. 
Bel. But 1 chat feare. 
Bal. VVhom? 
Bl Bel-imperias - 
Lor. Feare your felfe ? _ 
Bel. 1 Brother, . | - 
Lor. ow? | (loofe, 
Bel. As thofe, that when they loue, areJoath, andtcare to 
Bal. Fhen Faire, lec Balthazar yourkeeper be, 
| -. > Bet, Balthazar doth teare as well as we. | 
Eft tremuto me tus panidem tunxere timorem, : 
Et vanum flolide prodstiems opus, . | Exits 
_ Lor.Nay, and you argue things {fo cunningly, | 
VVeele goe continue this dilcourte at court. 
Bal, Led by the luad-ftacre of her heauealy lookes, 
VVends poore appreffed Balthazar, 
As ore the movuesines walkes che wanderer, - 
Jncertaineto effeét his Pilgrimage.” | 
: . xe oo Extent, . 
G 3 , Enter, 
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Enter two crtiugalesand Hlierorime wbete them, 
z By your léeaue fir. | 
Hie, Tis neither as you thinke, nos es youthinke, | 
Nor as you thinke 3 you’r wide all: : 
Thefe flippers are not mine,they weremy fonne Horatien, 


-” My fonne,and whar’s a fonne ? - 


A thing begor within 2 paire of minutes, there about: 

A lumpe bred vp in-darkeneffe,and doth ferue 

To ballace thefe light creatures we call. Women: 

And at. nine moneths ende,¢reepes foerthtolights... Y 

Whacis there yetin a fonne? - yg * | 
o make a father dote,raue,or runne mad. 

Being borne, it poutes,cryes, and breeds teeth. 

What is chere yetins fonoe? He mult be fed,. 

Be chaught co goe,and {peake I,or yet, 

Why might not aman loue a Calfe aa welll2 

Or melc in pafsion ore a frisking Kid, 

As for a fonne,me thinkes a young Bacon, 

Ora fine little {mooth Horfe-cole ee 

Should mooue a man,as much as doth a fonne. 

For one of thefe in-very little time, ; se ap 

Will grow.te fome good vie, where as afonne, 


' The more he growes in {tature and in yeeresy. 


‘The more yn{quard,vnbeuelled he appeares, . 
Receons his parents among the rancke ot fooles, — 
Strikes care vpon their heads with his miad ryots. 
Makes therti looke ofde,before they meet with ages . 
This is a fonne: And what a loffe were this,confidered truly: 
Obut my Horatio,prew out of reach of thefe 7 
Infatiate humours : He loued his louing parents,. 
He was my.comfort,and his mothers ioy, - 

T he very. arme that did holde vp our houfe,. 


—QOar hopes were {tured vpin-bim. 


None but a damned murderer could hate him 3. 

He had not feenethebacke of nincteeneyeere, oe 

When his Rrong arme vnhorft the proud Prince Babhazer, 

And his great minde. too full of Honour, ib 
| ooke. 
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Tooke him ysto mercy,that valiant,butignoble Portingale. 
Weill, heauen is heaven fill, r | 
And there is emsefis and Furies, 

And things called whippes, 

And they fometimes doe meete with murderers, . 

They doe not alwayes {eape, that’s {ome comtort. 


1, 1, 1, andchen time fteales on: and {teales, and fteales — 


~ + Till violence leapes foroth like thunders 


Wrapt inaball ef fire, 7 

Add !o doth bring confufien to them all. 

Good leaue hauc you : nay,! pray you goe, 

For lle leaue you,1t you can Ieaueme, foe. ae 

2 Pray you which isthe way to my Lathe Dukes. 

|. &ise, The next way from me. 3 

'  - & Tohisheufe wemcane. 
Her.Q, hard by,tis yon boufe that yefee. 
2 Yoacould not tell vsif his fonne were there? 
Her, Who,my Lord, Lorenas. . _ | 
rife | _ 


He goes in at ene dove,andcomees out atanother, = ! 
Hier. On,forbgare, for other talke for ys farre fitter were, 
But if you be importunate to know, a 
** The way to him,and where to finde him out, 
Then hift co me, and tle refolue your doubt, 
‘There is a path vpon your lete hand fide, 
That leadeth from a guilcie Confcience, 
Voto a forreft of diftraft and feare, : i oe 
A darkefome place and dangerous to paffe, ae 
There fhall you meet with melancholy thoughts, 
Wohofe balefull humiours if you bur vphold, — 7 
Ic will condu& youto difpaire and aeath: 
Whofe rockie chffes,;when you haue once beheld, — 
Within a hugie daleoflafting night, 
That kindied with the worlds iniquities, 
Dath caft-vp filthy and-deteitea fumes. . — 7 
Not farre from thence where mugthesers haue buile, , we 
| St le 


Magee, Toe 


~ 


And Balthazar, be be with thee to bring, 


. The Spanish T: ragedte. 
A habitation for their curfed foule: . ' 
There ,ina brazen Caldron fixt by Jone, 


In his fell wrath vpon a fulpher flames 
Your felues thall finde Lorenzo bathing him, 


In boyling ead and blood of innocents. 
tHa,haha. ae 
ier. Ha,ha,ha : why ha,ha,ha. Forwell good ha,ha,ha. 
2 Doubrleffe this man is pafling Junaticke, 

Or impo: feétion of his age dosh make him dote. 

Come, lets away,to fecke my LordtheDuke, Exxennt. 

Enter FLierunins? voith a paynardin one handanda 
ne os rope in the ather. | | 
Hiero. Now fir,pethaps,1 come and fee the king, 


~The king fees me,and faine would heare my fute. 


Why is noc this a ftrange,and {eld feene thing, 
That ftanders by, with toyes fhould {trike me mute. - 
Goe too, [ fee their thifts and fay no more, | 


 Hieronimo,tis cic for thee to.trudge, 


Downe by the dalethac flowes with purple gore, | 
Standeth a fi-ie Tower: there fits aindge, 
V pon afeat of fleele and molcen brafles: « 


- And twixt his reeth he holdesa firebrand, 


T hat leades vnto the lake where Hell doth ftand, 
Away Herommo,to him begon H . 
Hecle doethec iufticefor Horatios death, - 
Turne downe this path,thou fhale be with him ftraight, 
Orthis,and then thou need{ft not take thy breath, 
T his way, or that way : foft and faire,not fo, 
For if I hang or kill my felfe,lets know 
Who willreuenge Hcrarios murder then ?- 
No no, fie, nos pardon me, He fone of that. _ 
He flings Way the dag ger and bakers 


2 This way Ne take,and this way comes the Kin o. 


| He tikes thems up againt, - e 
And heere Ile havea fling athimthar’s flat | 


oe And 


a 
em ee ee . 
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And thee, Lorepzo,heere’s the King, nay flay, - -” 
And heere,t heere: there goes the hare away, - s, 
' Enter Kinz, Embafradour,Caftile,and Lorenza,. “* 

King. Now fhew Embaffadour what our Vice-roy faith,. 
Hath he receiu’d the Articles we fent ? 42 4 

Her. luftice,O iuftice to Hieronime, , 

Lor. Backe,feelt thou not the King is bufie ? 

Hier O,ishefo? -% %, 

King. Who is he chat interrupts our bufines? co 
Aer. Now 13 Hieronsmo be ware,goe by, goeby. 

 Embaf. Renowned King,he hath receiued, and-read: 

. Thy kingly proffers, and thy promiftleagues ° 
And as aman extreamely ouer-ioy’d, 
T oheate his fonne fo princelie entertain’d, 
Whole death he had fo folemnly bewaiPd, 


x. 


. This for thy further fatisfagtion, 

And Kinglie loue, he kindly lets thee know: 

Firft,for the marriage of his princeliefonne, 

Wich Bel-impersa thy beloued Neece, 3 , 
Thenewes are more delightfull to his foule, —_ ye 8 
_ -‘Dhen Myrrh or Incenfe tothe offended heauens. 

In perfon therefore willhe come himfelfe, 

To fee the marriage rites folemnized, — 

And in the prefence of ths court of Spaine,. 

Toknita fure inexplicable band, 


. Of Kingly loue,and euerlalting league, 


Betwixt the Crownes of Spaine and Portingaley 
There will he giue his(Crowne to ‘Balthazar, 
And make a Queene of Belainsperia. : 
King Brother,how like you this our Vice-royes louc ? 
Caft. Nodoubr,my Lord, it isan argument — 7 
Ofhonomablecaretokeepehisfriend, 2 a 
And wonderous Zeale to Balthazarhisfonnes: 
Nor am leaft indebted to his Grace,. 
That-bends his hkeing to my daughter thus. | 
Emb,Now laft (dread Lord) heere bath his Highnesfent,, 
Akhough he fend notthat his ~— returne, Hi | 
ae ~ "Se. =, ' , 118: 
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His ranfome due to Don Horatio, — 
Hu:. Heratio,who calles Horatio ? 
King, And well remembred,thanke his Maiefties 
Heere feeit giuento Horatio. —. 
Hier. Iuftice, O iuftice,iuftice gentle King, 
King, Wha is that ? Aieronimo, 


Hucro, Iuftice,O inftice : O my fonne,my fonne, | 


. My fonne,whom naughtcan ranfome or redeeme. 

Lor. Hieronimo, you are not well aduifde. 

Heero. Away Lorenzo,hinder meno more, 
For thou haft made me bankrupt of my blifles 
Giue me my fonne, you fhall not fanfome him. 
Away, Ilerip the bowels of the earch, | 

| | Fle diggeth with bis Dagger. 

And ferric ouer to th’E/izéan plaines, . 


Aad bring my Sonac to thew his deadly woundes, 
Stand from about me; lle makea Pickaxe of my Ponjard, — 


And hecrefurrender vp my Marfhalthip: | 
For lle go marfhallvpthe Feendésinhell, 
T o be auenged on you all, for this. 


Kia. What meanesthis outrage? will none of you reftraine 


his furie. 


Hiro. Nay foft and faire,you thall not need to ftriue, 


Needes mutt he gu chat the situels driue. 
Jone. Wat accident hath hapt to Hse asin? 
Thaue not feene itm to Gemeane him fo. ° 


Tur. My gvatious Lord,he is with extreame pride 


Conceiued of young H.ratzo his Sonne, ' 

And cou-rous of hauing to himfelfe, 

Tre ran‘ome of the young Prince Bakhazar, 

Diitract,and 1h a manaer lunaticke, 
King. Belecue me Nephew we are forie fort, 

T hus is the lone that Fathers beare their Sonnes: 

Fur gentle brother, go giueto him this gold, 

The Princes ranfome,let him haue his due, 

Fo: what he bach Horacio thall not want, 

Hap pely Heercuzmo hach need thereof, 


— s 





—~ ae 
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_ Lor. But ifhe be thus hapleslie diftraét, ©" 


Tis requifite his office be refignde, a ir E. 


And giuen to one of more difcretion.. 

King. Wethall increafe his melancholy fo, 
Tis beft we fee further in it firtt: —_ 
Till when, our felte will exempt the place. 
Ana brother, now bring in the Embaffadour, 
That he may be a witnefIc of the match 
Twixt Balthazar and Beloimperia, | 
And that we may prefixe a certaine time, 
Wherein the Marriage fhalbe folemnized, 
That we may haue thy Lord the Vice-roy heere. 

Emb, Therein your highneffe highly fhail content 

-Flis Maieftie,chat longesto hearefrom hence, 


e 
xd 


Kmmg. Qu then,and heare your Lord Embafladour. Exewnt, 


Entirlagues andTPedro. 
- . Lag. Twonder Pedro, why our Maifter thus: 

At midnight feades vs with our Torcheslight, 

When man and bird and beaft are alll at reit, | 
Saue.thofe that watch for rape and bloody murder? 

Pea. O laques, know thou that our Maifters minde. 

Is much diftraughe fince his Zoratio dyed; | 

And now his aged yeeres fhould flcepein ref, , 
His hartin quiet, ike adefperatman, => | 
Growes lunaticke and chilaith for his Sonnes_ 

Sometimes ashe doth at his table fit | = ; 
-He (peakes as if Horatio Rood by him, - @e 
Then [tarting in a rage, falles on the earth, | 
Crycs‘out Horctio, Where ismy Heratis? ae 
.9o that with extreame gricfe and cutting forrow,, 
There is not lett in him one ynch of man: “gue 
Sce where lic comesy. . | 

a . Lutty. FMeroutao,y, 

Uere, | prie through cuery creuieofeach wall; 
Locke on ezchtrce,and fearch throuph cucry brake, 
Beatrarthe bu hes, {lampc our-grancam carth, 

Divein the warer,und Uare vp co heauen,, 


eee © rr You 
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Yet canner I béhold my fonne Horars, 


How now,W ho’s there, fpritsytprits? | 
Ped,We ate your feruants that attend you fir. 


| Hie, What makeyou with your torches in the darke. 


Ped.Y ou bid vs light chem, and attend you here, 
Hyer, Noyno, you are deceiu’d, not 1, you are deceiu'd, 
Was | fo mad to bid you light your torches now, 
Light me yout torches acthe mjd of noone, 
When as the Sun-God rides in all his glorie 
Light me your torches then, 
Ped. Then we burne day light, . 
Fire. Let it be burat,night is amurderous flue, 
That would not haue her treafons to befcene, - 
And yonder pale faced Heeecat chere, the Moone, 


Doth giue confenc to that is donein darkenile, . - 3 
And all thofe Starres thatgaze vpon hex face, a 
Are apgots on her fleeue.pins on her trainc, ak 


And thole that fhould be powerfull anddiuine, 

Doe fleepe in darkenes when they mofl fhould fhine. 
Ped, Prouoke them not faire fr, with cempring words, 

The heauens are gracious,znd your milcries and {orew, 


. M:kes you fpeake you know niet what. 


fie. Villaine,thou lielt,and chou doeft nought 
But cell me 1 am mad, chou lieft, am not made | 
I krow thee to be Pedro,and he fagues, 
Jle prooue it to thee, and were 1 mad,how could (? 
Where was the that fame night when my Hor. was murdred? 
She fhould hauc fhone:Search thou the booke, (grace 
Had the Moonc fhone,in my boyes face (chere wasa kind of 
T hat I know)nay, I doe know, had the murderer feene him, - 
His weapon would haue fall’a and cut thg earth, 


_ Had he been frained of naught but blood and death. 


Alacke when ti{chiete doch it knowes not what 
What fhall we fay to mitchiefe? ! 
Enter Ffabella. : 
| Tle. Deare Hieronsmo,come in a doores. 
O,{ceke not meancs fo to encreafe chy forrow, 


Heer, e Ih. 





The S panifh Tragedse, | 
Hier. Indeed, Wabella we doe nothing heere, 
I doe not cry, atke ‘Pedro ant afke Tagues, 
Not | 1ideed,weare very merricyvery mertie. 
da. How, be metric heere,be aierrie heere. 
Is not this the place,aad this the very cree, 
‘Where my Horatio hied, where he was murdered? 

— Her, Was,doe nor lay whacslet het’ weepe it out, | 
This was the tree, J fet it of a kiernnell, | 
And when our hot Spaine could nat letit grow 
But that the infant and the humaine fap 
Began to wither,duly twice a mornings 
Would I be { prinkling ; it with fountaine water, 
| Aclatt ic grcwe,and prewe,and boreandbore, : 
‘Tillat the length it grew a gallowes,and did beare our fonne, | 

It bore thy truit and mine: O wicked wicked plane. 
One kueckes withinas she decre, 
See who knocke there... - = 
Pedro. It isa paiacer fir. 
"Hee. Bid him come in, arid paine foime comfort, 
For furely there’s none liues but painted comfort. 
. Lethim comein,one knowes not what may chance, 
. Gods will ,thacl fhould fet chis tree, 
But euen fo mafters,vngratefull feruancs reare fiom nought, 

And then ae hate them chat did bring them vp. 
| _ Enter the Panter. 

Pain. God bteffe you fir. 

He, Wherefore,\s hy thou fcornefull villaines 

How, where, or by what meanes fhould I be bleft, 

Ma, What wouldft chou haue good fellow. 
Pai. luftice, Madame. 

‘Hiée.O ambitious begger,wouldeft thou haue that 
Thatliués nor inthe world, 
~ Why all che vndelued mynes cannot buy : 

An ounce of juftice,tis a iewel fo inettimable : — re 
— ¥tell thee, God hath engroffed all iuftice in his hands 


And there is none, but what comes from him. ' (fonne 
_ Pain Ochen I {ee that God muft right me for'nry murdred 
H 30 He. How 

ang es ie mHIGHIZESG-DY N— 
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Fle. How, was thy fonne murdered ? : 
Pain. \,fir,no man did hold afonne fo deere, - . 2 
Hie. Whatnot asthine ? thar’s a lie, 
As maffie as the earth Thad a fonne, 


‘Whofe leaft vnuallued haire did waigh e 


A thoufand of thy fonnes:and he was murdered, . 
Pains Alas,Gr,Ihad no more but he, 
Fite, Nor I,nor 1: but chis fame one of mine, 
Was worth a legion: : but all is one. 


‘Pedro, laques,coe in2 doores,//abela goe,- 
And this good fellow- heere and E, 


Will range this hidious orchard vp and downe; 


. Like to cwo Lyons reaued of their yong. 


Goce imadoores, fays Exeunt, 
> Fhe Painter and he fis downte ; 
Comelet’stalkewilelynows 6 
Wis thy fonne murdercd ? ee 
a L fir. : ice 4 


; o¢ . rt - i 
@. 2 arias = og ~ k 
8 


Heer, So Wasanine. 9." Bag foe 


Is there no trigkes that comes before thine cies? | 
Pain, O Lord,yes fity. : 
- EdieAred Painter? cant paintme a teare,or a vound, 
A groane,ora figh? cant paint me fucha tee as this ? 
Pat.Sir,1 am (ure yousthaue heard of my painting, 
my name’s Bazardo. 
Hie. Bazardo,afore-god;an excellent fellow. Look you fi, 
Docyou fee, Pic haue you paint me my Gallirie. 7 


How doo’it rakeie s art then not (oor faa? ae 


Ja your oile calours matted, anddraw mefiue =r 


‘ 


Yeetes youger then Iam. Doe ye ice fir, let fue : ; z 
‘Yeeres goe,ter them goc like the Marhhall of Spaine.. . 
BMyw ife Uebel cflan ding by mg, : ee 
Wiha {peaking lonke to- ny fonne H:ratis, 
Which fhould enten i te this,or fome fuch hike purpoles - 
Godblefisthee, my (weet foane: ‘and my baad oe ypon 
ft is head.chus fr,doe you fecumay it be done? 
Pog, V: a Woo Ute ae 


Hcy Navy. 
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‘Hier. Nay, T pray marke me, fir. Then fir, would I haue 7 


¢ you paint me this tree,this very tree. 
Canit paint a doletull crie 2 7 
‘Pasm.Sceiningly,fir, 
Hier. Nay, it ould crie? but all is ene. | 


‘Well fir,paine mea youth, run thorow and thorow with. vil | 


| laines (words, hanging vpon this trees. 
‘Canft thou draw a muraerer ? a 
“Pamter, Ue warrant you fir, 


dl haué the patterne of the moft notorious willainesthat euer 


liued ia all Spaine- 

Hie. O, let chem be worfe, worfe: ftretch thine Are, 
And ler their beardes be of Iudashis awne collour, i 
And let their eie-browes iuttie ouernn any cafe obferue that. 
Then fir, afterfome violent noy{e, 

Bring mee foosth in my fhirt, and my gowne vider myne 
arme,with my terch in my hand,andiny {wordreared yp 
thus: and with thefe wordes. 

Woat noyfe 18 this ? Whe calls pustcome ? 

May it be done ? 

Painter. Yea, fir. | 

‘Well fir, then bring mee foorth, bring mee thorow allie and 

ailye, {till witha diftraéted countenance going along, 

and let my haire heaue vp my night-cap. . 


Let theclowdes fcowle, make the Moone darke, the Starres 


extingt, the Windes blowing, the Belles towling, the 
Owle fhriking, the Toades croking , the Minutes iet= 
ing, andthe Clocke ftriking twelue. 

Andthenat laff, fir,{tarting,behold amas hangings ¢And tot- 


tering, and totcering as. you know the winde will weate 


@man,and I witha trife co cut him downe. 

And looking vpon him bythe aduanctage of my torch, finde 
itto be my fonne Horati. 

There you may a pa{fion, there you may thew a pila, 


~ -Drawe mee like old Prians of Tr: > 


Crying,the houfe isa fire,the houte isafire <' 


| As the torch ouer my head. Make me carle, ek 
: '- Make 


e 
ee a teed 
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Make me rauc, make me cry, make me mad, 
Make me wellagaine, make me curfehell, 
Inuocate heauen,and in the ende, leaue me 
In atraunce,and [o foorth: : 


Pain. Andisthistheend: 
“Hee. O no, there is no ends the end is death and madacth, 
As Iam neuer becterthen when Lam mad, 
Then methinkes I am a braue fellow, 
Then I doe wonders: But reafon abufeth me, 
And there’s the torment, there’s the hell. 
At the laft, fir, bring me to oncof the murderers, 
Were he as ftrong as Hettor,thus wouldI © -. ! 
Teare and drage him v and downe, 
| Hebeatesthe Paster in, then comes ont againe ue 
with a Booke 3 in his band, 
Vinditta mibi. 
J,heauen will be reuene’d of ewery ill,” 
Nor will chey fuffer murder entepaide s t: 
Then ftay, Hicronimo,attend their wif], 
For mortall men may not appoiat a time. 
| Per feels fernper tutums eft fceleribus iter, ° 
Strike,and Rrike home.where wrong is offcted ting 
For euils ynto ils conduéters be, 
And death’s the worft of refolution : = 
For he thatthinkes with patience to contend — 
To quiet life,his life fhall eafily ende. : 4 
ata fi miferos inuant habes falutem. - 
. | Futafi vitam negant,babes fepnicbrum 
If Deftinie thy miferies doeeafe, 
T hen haft thou health,and happy fhalt chou be. | 
If Deftinie deny thee life Besrommo, ) 
Yer thaltthoube affured of atombe: 2 ie ’ 
Af neither, yet let this chy comfort bey. : 
Heauen couereth him that hath no burials’ 
And+to egnclude, I will reuengehis death, 
By how 2.not asthe vulgar wits of men,,, 
With epen, bur incuitableils: 7 


hs 


Ms 


2 - “Nowmutt 1 beare a face of 


ad 


e. Le 
The Spaiish Tragedit, 
-.° -AAs by afecret,yeracertainemeane, — - 
~ Which vader kindthip will be cloaked beft, 
Wile men will take their oppertunitie, | 
Clofely,and fafely fitting things to time, 
But in extreames vantage hathnotime. 
And therefore all times fit not for reuenge $ 
Thus therefore will I ref me in vnreft, 


Diflembling quietinvaquiemnefle, ; _ . 


Net feeming that I know their villanies, * 
That my fimplicitiemay make them thinke, 
That ignorantly,t willleci¢fips os 
- ‘For ignorance 1 wot, and well they know, 
Remecsumn malorum inerseft. 
Nor ought auatles it me to menace thein. 
Who,as a wintrie forme vpon a plaine, 
Will beare me downe with their nobilitie. =| 
No,tio, Hieronimo:thoumuftenioyne 5 
Thine eies to obieruationyand thy tongue 
To milder fpecches,then thy {pirits afforde, — 
- Thy heart to patience,and thy hands to reft, 
_ Thy Cappe co curtefie,and thy kneetobowe, - , 
Till co reuenge,chou know when,where, and how. 
. eA neife within . 
How now,what noife? what coile is that you keepe? 
ee Entra Seruaunts aa 
Ser, Heere are a fore of poore Pettitioners, 
_ That areimportunate, and ic fhall pjeafe you fir, 
That you thould plead their calestotheKing. 
"> Be, Thac I flrould plead their feuerall A€tions ¢ 
Why let chem etitersand let me fee chem. 
Enter three Citizens,and an olde man, 
? So, I ell you chis,for learning and forlaw, - 
Ther’s not any, Aduocatein Spaine, 
That can preuaile,ot will take halfe the paine, 
| Thathe willin purfaic of equities _ | . 
He, Come necre,you men that thus importune me. 
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And when I dide it in thy deareltblood, == 
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For this T v{de before my Marfhalfhip, 
To plead in caufes as (arrigedoy. - 
Come on firs,whats the matter? . & 
2 Sir,an A@ion. 
fHeero. Of Batterief 
t MineofDebr, _ 
: Hure,Giue plage. | 
2 Nofir, minc isan aétion of the Cafe. 
3 Mine an Eieétion firma by a Leafe. 
fiero, Content you firs,are you decermined. 


- ThatI fthould plead your feucrall a€tions? 


z Ifir,and heere’s my Declaration. 

3 Andheereis my Band. me 

§ And heereismy Leafe, They gine bin Papert. 
fiero. But wherefore ftand you fillie maa fo mute, 7 


_ With mournefulleyes and hahdes to heauen vpreard? 


Come hither Father, let me know thy caule? | 
Senix. O worthy fir,my caufe but flightly knowne, 
May mooue the hartes of warlike Myrmjdons, 
And mele the corficke Rockes With ruchfull ceares. 
Hero. Say Father, cell me what’s thy fate? 
Senx, No fir, coildmy woes oe 
Giue way vnta my moft diftresfull wordes, . 
Then fhould Lnot in Paper, as you fee, 


‘with Incke bewray, what blood began in mee. 


Hiro. What's heere? The humble Supplication — 
Of Don Bazultofor his murdred Sonne? — 
Senrx. Vir. ea. . 
Hiero. No fir,it was my murdred Sonne, Oh my fonne, 
Oh my fonne,oh my fonneF/o ratio: | oe 
But mine,or'thine, Bazuto be content, 
Heeretake my Handkercher and wipe thine eyes, 
Whiles wrenches J, in chy mifhappes may fec, 
Theliuely portra& ofmy dying felfee s 
. . He draweth out 4-bloody Napkin. 
O nonotthis, Horatiothis was thine, . 


This 


_ The Span T ragedie, : 
This wage tokentwixt thy foule and me, | 
. . "That of thy death reuenged | fhould be. . 


‘But heere, take this,and this 3 what my purfe? | 


I this,and that,anJ all of chem are thine: 
. For all as onc,are our extremities, 
Bz. Oh, fee the kindnefle of Hicronimo, 


‘T hts gentlenefle fhewes him a Gentleman. s 
Ficero. See,iec, oh {ee thy fhame Heroname, . 


See heere a louing Father to his fonnes 

Behold the forrowes and the fad lamentes, 

That he deljuered for-his Sonnes deceafle, . - 

_* Hloue effc&es fo {trues in lefler thinges, 

| Jfloue eptorce fuch moodes in meater wits, 

If loue exprefle fuch power in poore eftates: 
lerenimss,when.as a raping Sea, 


~ 





‘F oft with the winde and tyde oreturneftthen | 


The vpper billowes courfe af waues to keepe, 
Whilett leffer waters labour in the deepest 
Then thameft thou not Hiereninso to neglect 

T he fwift reuenge of thy Horate? | 


Though on this earth luftice wil not be found: 


Ile downe to Hell,and in this pasfion 

Knocke at the difmall gates of Plates Court, © 

Getting by forceasonce elcid, 

_ Acroupe of Furies and tormenting Hagges, 

_, Lotorture Don Lorenzo and thereft : . 
‘Yct leaft the triple headed Porter fhould 

-, Deny my paflagetoshe flymieftrond, 

~The Thracisn Poet thou fhalrcountesfeit: - 

Come olde Father,be my Orpheru, - ” 

And itthou canft no notes ypon the Harpe, 

Then found the burden of the fore hartes griefe, 

Till wedo gaine that Proferpime may graunt, — 

Reuenge on them that murdred my Sonne. 

Then will Trent and teare them thus, and thus, 


Shivering their limines in peeces wich my teeth, 


Teareibe pepe 


12. 
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T he Spanish Tragedie, 
~ x Oh, fir, my declaration. | 
? Exit Hieronimo,and they after, 
2 Sauc my bond. _ | 
Enter Hieronimo. 


"+ @ Sauemybound. - | 


- 3 Alas,my Leafe,it coft me ten pound, 


_ And you, my Lord, haue torne the fame. 


Hie. 'Ttiat cannot be,I paue them neuer a wound, 
Shew me one drop ot blood fall from the fame : 


~ Howis it poflible I fhould flay it chea ? 


a” 


Tulh no,runne afcer;catch me it you cans 
Exeune all but the oldman. 


Bazuleto remasnes if Hieronimo enters againe, Ye” 4 


who flaring bim in the face, [peaketh.. 


Hur. And artthou come, Horats trom the dedpth, os 


To aske for iuftice in chis vpper earth ? 

To ell thy father chou art vnreuengde, 

To wring more teares from J/ebellas eyes: 
Whofe lights are dim’d with ouct-long laments, 
Goce backe my fonne,complaineto Excus, 


For heere’s no iuftice,gentle boy be gone 3 2, abies: 


For juftice is exiled from theearth, : 

ETseronimo will beare thee companie. 

Thy mother cries on righteous Ratamant, 

For iuft reuenge againft the murderers, : 
Senex. Alassmy L, whence {prings this troubled {fpeech2 
ie, Butlet melooke on my Horatio: : 

Sweet Boy, art thou chang’d in deaths blacke fhade 

Had Proferpineno pittiedn thy youth? . | 

But fuffered thy faire crirufon coloured fpring, 

With withered winter to be blafted thus ? - 

Horatso,thou art older then thy father 3 

Ah, ruthlefle father,that fauour thus transformes: | 
Baz. Ah,my good L.1 am not your yong fonne. 

| Gfie. What,not my fonne? thou thea a fure art, 


‘Sent from the emptie kingdome of blacke night, 
To{cmmon me.to make appearence | 


Before 


zs 





ele 


a re 
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Before grim Amos and iuft Radawant. 
To plague Hicreninss,that is remifle, 
And feekes not vengeance for Horatios death, 
- Bax. 1 ama grecued’man, and potaGhoft, ~ | 
That came for iuftice for my murdered fonne. 


_ Bie. 1,now I know thee, now thou nameft my fonne: 


Thou art the liuely image of my griefe, 
Within dhy face my forowes I may fee. 
Thy eres are gum’d with teares,thy ¢ 
Thy forehead troubled,and thy muttring lips — 
Marmure fad words, abruptly broken off, 

By force of windic faghes thy fpirit breaches, — 
Andall chis forrow rifeth for thy fonnet 


ft 


Aiid felfefame forrow fecle Iformy fone. 


Come in old man,thou thalt toJ/abek, 
Leane on my arme: { thee,thou me, thale ftays 
And thou,and I,and the will fing a fong t 

hree parts in‘one,but all of ditcords am’d, 
— Talke not of cordes,butiet vs now be gone, - 


For with a cord,Horatio was flaine, | <>: '» Exennt. 
| Futer King of Spaine,the Duke, Vice-toy ertd Lorentty.. i 


' SBakthazar, Don Pedro,and Bel-rmperia. - 


heckes are Wan, 


gO a, a 


vat 


_ King. Goe, Brotherit is the Duke of Caftiles caufe, Saluce 


the Uice-rey in our name, 


(At. Igoe, 


Use, Goe forth Don Pedro, for thy Nephewes falie, , 


And grect the Duke of Cas#ile, 

Pearle fhailbe fir, ae 

King, And now to meet the Poragues. 
For as we now are,fo fometimes were thefe « 
Kings and Commanders of the Weélterne Indie 
Wel-come braue Vice-rey to the Court of Spare, 
- Andwelcome all his honorabie traine . 
Tis not vnknewne to vs,for why ye coine, —— 
Orhauefokingly crofttheSeast 
Sufficeth itin this we note thetroth, | 


Aad more then commomrloue youlendtovs: + 
SO | D3 9. So 
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The Spanifh Tj rageaie, ace | 
SoisitthatminehonorableNeece,: ! 
Foritbefeemes vsnowthatit beknowne, =” a 
Alreadieis betroth’d to Balthazer: 7 
And by appoyntment, and our condifcent, 
Tomorrow arethey tobe marryed. 
To this intent we entertaine thy felfe, 
Thy followers,their pleafure,and our peacet 
Speake menofPortingale,fhallicbefo2 ~ 
If], fay fos ifnot,fay flatly no? a oe 
Use. Renowmed King, I come not asthou think'f, 
With poubrfull followers, vnrefolued men, | 


But fich as haue vpon thine. Articles 


Confirmed thy motion,aad contented m e, 
Know Soueraigne,] come to folemnize 


"The marriage of thy beloued Neece, 
_* Faire Bel-smperia wich my Balthazar, - 


‘With thee my Sonne,whom fith I liue to fee, 
Heere take my Crowne, giue it her and thee: 
And let me liue.a folitaric life, yp 


\ . 


To thiake how ftrangely heauen hath thee preferued, > 
. King. Seebrorher fee,how Nature firiuesin him, ; 


_ Come-worthy Usce-roy,and accompanic¢ 


Thy ftiend,with thine extremities: , ° 


A place more priuate fitsthis Princely mood. © 


Usee, Oi hecre,ot where yoor Highnes chinks ie good, | 
. Exennt all but Cafind Lor, 


' Caf, Nay ftay Livenza, lec me talke with you, 


Secft chou this entertainment of thele Kinges? 
Lr. 1domy Lord,and ivy co (ce the tame. 
Caf And knowell thou why this meccing is?» 
Lor For-her my Losd,whom Bal:bzar doth lowe, 


* And co confi: me their promifed inarfiage. 


| Caf. Sheisthy fitter, | 
Lir, Woo Bel-amperiat] my pracious Lord, 


~ And cursis rhe day coat} haue loned 10 happele ta fee, ; . 


— Ca T hou woulauil be loath thacany fauls of tht.e, = | 
- | —  . Should 
| 
ae 
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_- XheSpanifh Tragedie. 
- Should intercept her ia her happinefle. "xt a f 
* Lore Heavens wall not tet Lorenzo erre fo much, 
, Caf, Why chen Lorenze liften to my wordes, 
Ie is fufpedted,and reporcéd too, . aa 
That chou Lorenzo wrongtt Hicronime, | 
And in his fuires cowardes his Maieftice, — | 
‘Still Kkeepes him backe,and feekes to croffe his fate. 
Lor. That I my Lord?. 


Caf. 1 tell thee Sonne,my felfe hauc heard it fayd, 
“When tomy forrowIhauebeenafhamed ~ = ~ 
“I o anfwere for thee,thouyh thou are my Sonne. 
Lorenzo,knowelt thou notthecommonloue, - _ 
And kindnes that Aeronimo hath wonne, © 
By his defertes within the Court of Spasse? —. Dao 
Or feeft chon not the K, my brothers care, f° 
In his behalfe,and to procure his health? | - 
Lorenzo, fhouldft thou thwart his pasfions, , oa 
And heexelaime againft thee to the King, = 
~ ‘Whachonour wert ta this affemblie, Sa : 
~ Oxewhata feandale wert among the Kings, 
--Toheare Hicrenrmoexclaimeonthee? 

Tell me,and looke thoutell me trucly too, © _- 
Whence growes the ground of this report in Court? 
Ler. My Lord, 1t lyes notin Lorenzos pow ety 
To ftop the vulgar liberal of their tongues: 
A finall aduaneage makesawaterbreach, -~ - 
Abd no man liues,thatlong contentethall, 
Caf, My felfe haue feene thee bufie to keepe backe 
Him and his Supplications from the King, © 
| Lor. Your felfe my L.haue feene his pasfions, 
That ili befeemde the prefenceofia King’ Fe; 

And for I pittied him in his diftreffe, ee 
Jhelde him thence with kind and curtuons wordes, 

As free from malice to Hseronimo, | 
Aso my foule,my Lord. a eee 
Caf Hieronimo my fonne,miftakes thee then. 


ae 


_ Lor, My gracious father,beleeneme {o he doth. ' 
fe ass ; a ot . | ut 
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But whar’sa filly man diftraét in minde, 
-Tochinke vpon the murder of his fonrte,. 
Alas,how ealieisit forhimto etre? 
But for his fatisfa€tion andthe worlds, 
T were good my L,that Mierowinso and I, . 
Were reconcild :fhe mifconftas me. my, ites 
i. Caft. Lovenzo,thou hall faid,ic thallbefo,. se 4 
Goe one of you and call Aterenime, i 
Enter Balthazar and Bel-tmsperia. 
Bal, Come Belsmperia Balthazars content, 
My forrowes.eafe and foueraigne of my biiffe, 
Sith heauen hathordaindetheeto:'bemine: __ . 
Difperfethofe clowds and melancholy loakes,._- 
Ani cleare chem vp wich thofe chy funne bright eyes, 
Wherein my hope,and-héauens faire beautie lies, 
Bel, My lookes my L.are fixting for my loue, 
Which new beguat,can fhew no brighter yet. 2 ese 
Bal, New kindled Aamesthould barne.as n:orning fanne. 
- ‘Bel, But not too faft, leatt heate and: all be done, cae 
I fee my Lord my, fathers. <a 
Bal, Truce my loue,! will go falute him. | ao z | 
Caf. Welcome Bakhazar,welcome brauc Princes, 
The plede-of Cafiles peace 6 er re mney 
And welcome. Bel-ineperia: How now gitle? cee 
Why commeft chou fadly to falute vs aes 
Concent thy felfe, for Cath tatisfied, , 
Itis not now as when windreatird; Vie, CaN atti ce! 
We haueforgotgen and forgiuen tat) ek eo ae 
And thou art graced with. happier Loue. — 
But Balthazar heere comes Seideasi 2° 
Ile hauc a. word with him. - > - 
| Enter Elteronime and & aah 
Hiéro.. And where’s the ae Bae oe fe 
Sar. Yonder, 7 oe | 
Hiero, Euen fo: what new device have they deviled rot 
‘Pocas Palabras, milde as the Lambe, 
In I will be reuengde? no, am not thet man. 


~ 


Gel 
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| Caf. Welcome Hieronime, 
Lor. Welcome Heerenimo, - 

— Bal.Welcome Fierontme.: aa 

Hero, My Lordes,{ thanke youfor Horatwo, - 

_ &af. Heeronimo, the reaton that | fent 
To {peake with you,is this, : 
~ 7 Hyero, What,fo fhore? . 
“Pheri Ile be gone, | thanke you fort. 
Caf. Nay, {tay Hieromime : goe call him fonne. 
Lor. Hecronimo,my father craues a word with yew. | 
Hero. With me fir? why my L.I thought you had done, 
Ly». No,would he had. ae 


_ Caf. Hicro.1 heare you find your felfe agreeued at my Son,’ - 


Becaufe you haue not accefle ynto the King: 
And fay tis he that interceptes yous futes. 
- Hero. Why,is noc this a miferable thing my Lord? 
Caf, Hieronimo,] hope you haue no caule; 
_ And would be loch thae one of your deferts, 
Should once haue reafogto fufped my Sonne, 
- Confidering how I thinke of you my felfe. | 
_, Here. Y our fonne Eorenze; whom my noble Lord... 
The hope of Spaive, mine honorablefriend? ‘ 2 
Grant me the combat of them, if they dare. - 4 
7 =  Dravwes out bis {iporde--= — 


Tle meete him face to face to tell me fo, | 

Thefe be the fcandalous reportesoffuch; ge 

_ As loves net mee,and hate my Lord too much, ns 
Should I fufpe&t Lorenzo would prevent 

Or croffe my fute,thaz loued my Sonne fo well.:- 


| My Eord,!.am afhamed it thould be faid. 


Lor, Hicroninso,| never gaue you caufe. 
Hiere, My good Lord; I’ know you didtiot, © 
. Caf There tk 
_ Heerontmo frequent my homely houfe, 
The Duke of Caftile Csprians ancient feate,. . 
And when thou wade, vic wes fonric,and it. | Bi 


\ 


en paufe, & for the fatisfaction of the world, » 


A; 
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Bur beere before Prince Buith<zar andmey 
Embrace each other,and be perfeét friends. 
> Heer, Limarry,my Lord, and‘thall. 
Friends (quoth he) {ce, lle be friends with you all: 
Specially with you-ny lontlie Lord, 
For divers caufes itis ficforvs, ~ 
That webe friends,the world is fufpicious, 
And men may thinke what we imagine note 
Bal. Wiy this is friendly done Heerogimo. - 
Lor, Aud that hope old grudge’ ate forgot, _ 


Heer, What éls,it were a Shame it fhould not be fo. 


Caf-Come on Hieronimo,at my requeft, . 
Let vs entreat your company to day. Exeunt. 

Horo. Your Lordfhipsto command, = > 
Pha: keepe your way. * ees oe 
Ms. chi mi fat Pus Correzza (he non file 
‘Tradiso niba otvadevnle. _ Exit. 
Enter Ghoft and Renenge. 


ae Ghoft. — 
Awake Eriétha,Cerberus awaké, 
Solicite Plutogentle Proferpine,, = 


if 


~.To combate e4chinon and Erickus in hell, 
Forneerd by Stix,and Phlegeton: 


Nor ferried Caron to the fitrie lakes, | 


Such fearefull fights,as poore eAndres fees 4 AR Se a ; “4 


Remnge awake, ao , 
Reneng. Awake, for why ? 


hoft Awake Resenge,for thou are ill aduifde, 


To fleepes away,what thou art warnde to watchs| 


Rew.Content thy felfe,and donot trouble me, - 


. Ghoft. Awake Renenge, If loue, aslouchathhad, 


Flaue yet the power or preuailance in hell, 





Hizrontmo, with Lerenzp isioynde in league, . “ay 
_ And interceps our paflagetoreuenpe: _ 
Awake Xewenge, or wearcwoebegone “* 
os a, Ren. Thus 
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‘Re Thus wordlings rousd what the haue-dreamd ypon » 
Content thy (dis atadeathous hI Meeps, ae 
Yetismy mood foliciting their Gules, 

Sufficeth thee'that poore Hieronimo, =~ 
Cannot forget his fonne Horatia : 

Nor dies Reuenge,although he fleepe awhile; 
For in vnquiet, quietneffe is founds 


And flumbring is acommon wordly wile, 


Behold Andrea for an inftance, how 
Renenge hach flept, and then imagine thou, 


What tis to be {ubicét to deftinie. 


- Enter a dumme fhew. | 
Gheft. Awake, Rewenge,reucale this My Rerie. 
~ Renen, The two firfi,the nuptial porches beare, 
As bright burning as the mid-dayes funne : — 
But after them doth Hawes hie as faft, 
Clothed in Sable, and a Saffron robe, 


- And blowes them ont,and quenchech them with ‘blood, 


As difcontent that things continue fo. 
Ghoft.Sufficeth me thy meanings vnderftood; 

And thankes tothee and thofe infernall Powers 

That willriot tollerate alouers woe, 


| Reft thee, for I will fic t0 fee the reft. 


~— 


| Renenge Then n argue nor,for thou haf thy: = | 
cunt, 





ACTVS QVARTVS. 


Enter BeLimperia and Hieronime, | 
Bel-imperia. _ 
Is this che kindnes thatthou counterfeites? - 


Are thefethe fruits of thine inceffant tear 
; enn thele thy Peto fions, 


mf thisthelouethoubearlt Horatio? . 


a | 


_\ 


oe 
} 
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; 3 ats wo 4 SS ; ; 
Thy proteftations,and thy deepe lamentes, = * 
Thac thou wert wontto wearie men withall? 


- Ovnkind Father,O deceitful! worlde, 


With what excutes canit thou fhew chy elfe? 
With what difhonour, and the hate of meng 
(Froin this difhonour and the hate of men: 

Thus to negle& the life and loffe of him, 
Whom both my lecters,and thine owne belicfe, 
Affures thee co be caufeleffe flaughtered? 
-Alseronime,tor (hame Hieronimoy © 


— . Benota biltorie ro after times, 
Ov fuch ingratitude vato thySonne, 
. Vahappie Mother of (uch children theas 


But monftrous Father,to forget fo foone coo 

: The death of thofe,whom they with care andcoft, ~~ 
Haue tendred fo, thus carelefle fhouldbe loft. — : 
My (elfe a ftranger in'refpectofthee, 

So lowed his life,as (till I with theirdeathes: — 


_ -Nor fhall his death be vnreneng’d by me, ° 
_ Although Ibeare it out for fathions fake, 


orheere I'iweare in fight ofheauen andeatthh == 
Should thou negte& the louc thou fhouldft retaine, | 
Andgiueitoueryanddenifenomorey- = 
My (elfe fhould fendzheijrhatefull foulestohell, =. 
That wrought his downefall with extreameft death, _ 

Hero. But may itbe that Belesmpersa, 

Vowes fuch revenge as the hath daind to fays - 
‘Why then I {eethat heauen applies our drift, 
And all the Saintesdofitfoliciting, ~ © 
For vengeance on thofe curfed murtherers,. 
Madame tis true,and now I finde it fo, 
Jtound a Letter written in your name, 
And in that Letter how Horatio dyed, 


, 


_Pardon,O pardon Bel-smperia, | 
' My feareandcareinnotbeleeuingir, = 
- Nor thinke,I choughtles thinke vpon a meant, 


To let his death be yoreucnde at fulls 
- : a. * ee | Aad 


ame ee 


- ‘The Spe Teagedi ioe 
And heere lyow,fo yOubutgiueconfen, =. .-- ; * 
And will conceale my refolutions _ 

I willere long etermine oftheir deaths, — 

_ Fhat cauteles thus haue murdered iny fonne, 
, Bel, Hstronmol willconfentconceale, = si; 
Aad ought that may effect tor thine auaile, ee 
Toyne wich thee to reuenge Horatis death, 

| Ese. On chen, whatloeuer 1 deuife, 

Let me entteat you grace my practiles 2 
For why the ploc’s already in my head, 
‘ . Heere they are, - 
| Enter Balthazar and Lorenza, 
Bal. How new, Hieronimo, What courting Belomperia? 
_ Hee.Lmy Lord, fuchcourting,as | promifeyou 
She hath my heart; but. you my Lordhauchers.  —(helpe. 
' Ler, But now, Fiseronsmo, of neuer wee are to. entreat ) ows. 
Fu.My helpe, why my good Lords affureyour {clues ot ne 
For you haue gisen me caule,Lby my faith haue you. 
‘Balle pleatd you atthe entertainement of the Enwpallicis | 
To grace the king fo much as with a thew: . 
Now were your ftudie fo well furnithed, — 
As for the patsing of the firft nights {port 
To entertaine my father with the like - 
Or any fuch hike pleafing motion,  .. . 7. 
Aflure your felte.it would content them me eee 
Heer. Is this all ? a 
Bal, I,this is all. oe 
Hier. Why then Ile fit you, Gis no more. a re as 
‘WhenIwasyongigaiemy mindy :2 2. 
_ And plide my felte to fruitlefle Poetrie: | a 
- Which though it profite the Profeffor naught, = 
Yee isit pafsing pleafing to, the world. | 
Lor And how for that? 
| Hie,Marry, my good Lord, thus. : 
And yet me chinke you are to quicke with Ye 
When in T olledo,there I ftudied, - 
Atwas my chancetowsitea Tragedies © + 
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Secheeremy Lords, _ He fhewes oe 
Which long, forgot found this ocher day. . 
Now would your Lordships fauour me fo much, 
As butto grace me with your agting it: | 
Imeane each one of youtoplay apart, 
Affure you it will prooue mott pasfiag aie re 
And wonderous plantiblet to that aembiy. | | 
| «Bal. What £ would you haue vs plaie a Tragedie j 2 
Hy. ‘Nay, Nero thought it no difparagement¢ 
And Kiaes,and Empero urs haue tane delight, 
Tomakex experience of their wits in places, ~ 
Lor, Nay.be not angrie good Hversnioma, * 
The Prince but asked a queftion, | 
Bal, lin taith Hseranimo,and you bein earneft, 
“i rake one. Co 
Lor. And. Jranother. ee 7 
_ je Now,my gpod. Lord deal yo entreat Se ae 
Your fiffer., Bel. ‘smperia to make one, oe 
For whats a plaie chats womanin’e ? oe 
Bel, Litthe entreatie (hall ferae me Hieronimo, 5 
For I muft needes beimp!oyed i in your play. 7 
Fer, Why this is well, 1 telt you pocney = 
It was determined to hau¢ beene atted, se 
By Gentlemen and {chollérstoos 
Suchas could tell what to fpeaké. 7 
Bal. And now it fhall be faid,by Princes and Conte; 
Such as can tell howto fpeake: are 
Ifas it is our Countrey maner, Eas = ce 
-You will bur let vs know the Ar pument: eas uae 
Fie, That thall Iroun vied ‘The Croniclés of Spaine, an 
‘Record this written of | Knight ofRhodes:: |! “4 
- He was betrothed and weddedat the lenges, “cee? .. 
TFoone-Perfeda,an ItalianDame, - i ee 
Whofe beautie rauithed all chat her beheld, ee 
Ffpecially the foule of Soliman, a 


— 


Who at the marriage wasehe cheefett pueft so a i 
By fundry meanes fought Soliman tc to winne . 2 242. 
-s.* 4 7 "Perfedas 


" The SpanifoT: vagal, a 
Perfedas loue,and could not gaine the fames _ | 
° Then ganhe ‘breake his pasfioné to a friend, 
- One of his Bafhawes whom he held m deare, oe ; 
Her had this Bathaw long folicited, — 2 
And taw fhe was not otherwile to bet wonne, == 
But by het husbands death,this Knight ot Rhodes, 
Whom | aeap by treacherie he flew. — 


She ftirde with ani exceeding hate therefore, “ 

> Ascaufeof this, flew Selma: ae : 

‘And toefcapethe Bathawestyrannie, = = > 
* Did ftab her felfesandthisisthe Tragedie. = C 


_ Lor. O,excellent ! 
Bel. But fay, Hlserorsise, What then becain of bien 
That was the Bafhaw?) 
Hie, Marry, thes, mooued with vemnusele of his mifdeeds} 
Ran to amountaine top and hang himfelfe. 
Bal. But which of vsis to pe¢forme that part. ea 
Hie, O, that will! my Lords,make tie doubt of it. : 
Ile play the murderer Iwarrantyou, oe 
Forl already haue conceited thats ane a 
Bal, And what fhall}2'- a Cee 
Hie, Great Soliman the Taki Bape i a 
Lo, And]? oe 
His. Erafto,the Knight of Rhodes.” Pie 
| Bel. And Il? nat 
Hee. Perféda,chafte, and retotute, iis “ss te Spr ak 


& 


And heere, my Lords,are feuerall abftragts dc, 7 us 


For each of you te‘note your parts," 

And a& i it a8 eccahion’s offered'you. ees — ae 

“You muft prouide'a Turkifh cappe, *’ aa Se 

_ Ablacke multacios and — ie Meee 
a sorts Bales ae 

You, with £CroffeiRea Knigho thodes. ee 


Gines anether to Lore : ae - 


And Madame,y oF mult attyre your {elfe, ° | 
4 < Ginks Belanisotier. ; " 
_ LaeiPiPie chétiunereflle; 717-57 ew 


= we Nee 





The Spanifh Tragedie. 

Which to your difcretion thal! feeme beft... 

Andas for me my Lords, le looke to one, 

And with che sanfome that the Vice-rcy fent,.- 

| So farnifh and performe this Tragedie,. 

Asall the world fhall fay Hicronim. ; 

" Was hberallin gracing, of it fo. . Pi 

‘Bal, Hitronimo,me thinkes a Comedie were bier : 
‘Hee. A Comedie, fie, Comedies are fit for common Wits,, | 

Bucco prefenca Kingly troupe wicheall, .. 

Giue mea ftately written Tragedieg 

T ragedss cothor nato, fitting Kings, 

Conraining matter and not common things, 

My. Lords,all chis mutt be performed, ¢ 

As firing for the firlt nights reuelling., 

The Igahian Tragedians were fo tharpe of wit, 

T hatin one houresmeditation,:. , 

.. They would petiorme any thing in action, 
Lor. And well it may,forl haue feene the like 

In Parissmong(tthe Freach Tragedians- 
Hie, In Paris;mas aad wellremembred,: | 

There’s onething more that reftstorystodoe-. | 
Bal, Whats that Hicronimo#forget not any ting oy 
Hier. Each one ot ys muft act his ial | a 

In vnknowne languages, - : : | 

That ie pe Shr the emote varietie, : 


~ & Ee 


Beal, Youn meane to try my cunpin sada , ; 


Hier. Ie mutt be are the cane alld yen _ ee 
Shall prooue the inueation, andall was good 
And I ny felfeinan Oration, 

And with a frange and. wonderous thew belides - 
Thal will haue there Rendes carne: pou e 
| 8 Affere. 


oy. 


ss Be Spanish Tragedie, 
_ Affure your felfe thal] make the matter knowen. — 
- Andall thall be concluded in one Scene, 
For there’s no pleafure tane in tedioufnes, 
Bal. How hke you this ? : 
Lor, Why thus,my Lord,we mutt refolue, 

‘To fvoth his humors vp. 22 kh 
Bal. On then, Hieron, farewell till foone, 
Fite. ¥ oule ply this geere? a 

” Lor. 1 warrant you, | | " 
a - Exeunt all but Hieronimo; 
€iie. 1, why fo, Now fhall I feethe fall of Babylon, 

Wrought by the heauensin thiscontufion, ~~ 

And if che world like not this Tragedic, 


Hardisthehapofold Heronimo, Exits 
“2 2 Enter [labels with aweapon, — 
Tell meno more,O monftroushomicidess 
Since neicher pietie nor pittie meoues 7 


‘The King toiuftice or compafsion: | 
- I will reuenge my {elte vpon this place, - 
Where they murdered my beloued fonne. _ 
| . She cuts downe the eArbéur. | 
Downe with thofe branches and thefcloathfome bowes 
— Of this vnfortunate and fatall Pine, | 
Dowhe with them J/abeMs,rentthemyp, _ . 
And burne the rootes from whence the reftis fprungey 
I will not leaue a roote,a ftalke,a tree, - 
A bough,a brance,a bloffome,nora leafe, 
. No,noc an: hearbe within this garden plot. 
Accurfed complot of my miferie,; 
Fruitleffe foreuer may thisgardenbe, =s_—ws 
Barren the earth,and blifeleffe whofoewes 
Imagines not to keepe it vnmanured. 7, 
 AnEafterne winde commixt'with noifome ayres, 
. Shall blaft che plants and the yong’faplings, 
The earth with ferpents fhall be peftered, 
And paffengers for feare to be infect 
_ Shall ftand aloofe,and looking atirtells 
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There murdred , died the fonne of //abel, 
J ,heere he di’d,and heere [ him imbrace, 


2. See where his Gholt folicites with his wounds, he 8 


Reuenge onher that-‘fhould revenge his death, 
LHeronsmoymake hatte to fee thy. fonne, 
_For torrow and difpaire hath citedme, > 
Tohcare Horatio plead with Radamant, - 
Make hatte Hieronwmo,toholde excufde, 
Thy. negligence in purfuite of their deaths, 
Whole hateful wrath bercau’d him ot his breath. 
Ah ha,thou doeft delay theirdeaths, : 
Forgiues the murderers of thy noble fonne, ie? 
And none bur Ubcitirre me to no cnde, - — 
And as 1 curfedustree from further truce, 
So.fhallmy wombe be curfed for his fake, 
And wich this weapon wall I wound the breaft, 
- Bhe hapleffe breait that gaue Horatio fucke. | 
| She flabs her fel'r, 
Enter Hieronimo, be wecks up the curiam, - ; 


ie 


| Enter the Duke of Caftile, 
Caft How now, Hseronimy,where’s your fellowes, _ 
‘Thatyoutike allthis paine ? 
Flier, O fir,it is for the Authors credite, 
To looke thac all things may goe well : 
But good my L. let me entreate your Gracey 
To giue the King the coppie of the Play: 
Thisis che Argument of what we fhew. 
_ Cat. 1 will, Ateronme, 
_-~’ Heer. One thing more, my good L. 
: Caf. What’sthac? , 
Fier, Let me entreate your grace,. : 
‘That when the traineare paft into the gallerie, Lae 
You would vouchfafe to throw me downe the key. 
Caft - U will Aicronsmo. Exit,Caf, 
Ever, What are you ready Balthazar ? | 
Bring a chaire and a cufhion for the King. , ; 


The Spanish Tragedit, 
. Enter Balthazar with a chase, 
Well done Balbazar,hang vpthe Tiles 
Oar Scene is Rhodes, what is your beard on ? 
Bal. Halfeon,the other is in my hand. 
Flier. Difpatch for thame,are you fo long ? 


oa | Exit Bak. 
Bethinke thy felfe Hicrontme,. . 
Kecall thy wits, recount thy former wrongs 
Thou haft receined by murder of thy fonnee 


And laftly,not leaft,how f/abed,. 
~ Onee his mother and thy deareft wife ¢ 


All woe begone for himshath fliane her felfes. 
Behooues thee then Hicronimeto be reueng’d, he: 


- The plot is laid of dire reuenge,. 


On then Hoeronimo, purfue reuenge 
For nothing wants bur acting of reuenge, | 


Emer Spanifh King, Vicercy,Duke of Caflile, 
and thew traine.. | 
King. Now. Usceerey, hall we fee the. Tragedie, 
Of Sotmanthe Turkifh Emperour: —s 


_ Performde of pleasure by your fonne the Princeg 
_ My Nephew Don Lerenzo,andmyNeece. 


— Uce. Who, Bel-smperia? | 
King.1,and Hseroninso our Mathall, = 
Ac whofe requeft, they deine to doo’s them feluege - 


-. . Thefe be our paltimes in che Court of Spaine. | 


Here brother, you fhall be che Booke-keepes- 
Thisis the Argumentof thas they thei. eu. 
CO, He gines kim abeekg, 


Gentlemen, thts Play of Hieronimo,in fundry languages, 
Was thcucht good to befet downein Engi{hmore = 
; largely. for rbe eafier underftanding te 
_  enery Publique Readir, 


La Enter 


_ Perfeaa neucrwillremooucherloue, =~ 


The Spanish Tragedie. | 
Enter Balthazar, Bel-imperia,end Heironimo. 
B 


' alth1ZAr, . ‘ 
RB Afhaw, that Rhodes is ours, y eeld heauens the honout 


~~ And holy Adsbomer our facred Prophet : 
And be thou grac’twith every excellence, 
That Sodman can gtuc,or thou defire. 

But thy deferc in conquering Rhodes,is leffe, 


Then inreferuing this faire Chniftian Nimph, 


Perfeda blisfall lampe of excellence : : 


Whole eyes compel like powretull Adamant, 


The warlike heart of Solman to waite. a 
King. See Viceorey that is Balthazar your fonne, 
Thatreprefents the Emperour Solan? -_ 


How well he aétes his amourous pasfion. 


VUree. 1, Belonmperia hath caught him that. : 
Cajtile. That’s becaute his minde runs all on Bel-smsperia. 
Fiser. What cuer ioy earth yeel-1s betide your Maiettie, 
Bal, Barth yeelds no ioy, without Perfedas loue, 

Fis. Then let Perfeda on your grace attend, 

Bal. She fhall not waite on me,but Ion her ¢ - 


- Drawne by the influence of her lights,1 yeeld. 


But let my friend the Rhodian Knight come torth, 
Erafto,deerer then my lifeto me, — 
That he may {ee Perfede my beloued. 
| Enter Erafto. ; : 
King. Heere comes Lorenzo,looke vpon the plot, 


_ And teli me brother, what part playes he ? 


£el, Ab,my Eraffa,welcome to ‘Perfeda, 
Era, Thrife happy 1s Evafto,thac thou liueft, 


Rhodes loffe is nothing to Eraftoes ioy, - -_ 


Sith his Perjcda liues, his life furuiues. 
Bal, Ah, Bafhaw,heerc is loue betwixt Erafe, 
And taire Perfeda foucraigne of my foule. 
Fite. Remoue Eraffo mighty Suliman, 
And then Per/edawill be quickely wonne, 
Bal, Eraftois my friend,and while he hues, 


i. a 4 ee 
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‘Fer. Let not Eraffe liueto grieve great Soles, 
Bal. Deare is Erajfo in our princely eye. 
Fer. Buc if he be your riwail let him die. 
|. Bale Why let him die,fo loue commandeth me, _ 
Yet griue I chat Era/te fhould{o die. 
Hier. Evafto, Souman (aluteth thee, — / 
And lets thee wit by me his highnes wills . & oe 


_ {Which is,thou thouldit be thus employd. ; 
_ # | Stab hint. 
Bel. Aye me Erafto,fee Soliman,Eraftc’s flaings. == 4 


\_ Bale, Yet liueth Solssan to comfort thee. 
Faire Queene of beautic, let not fauour die, 
_ Buc witha gracious eyes behold his griefey _ 
That with Perfedecs beautic is encreatt ? 
If by Perfedass griefe be not releatt, ; : 
. . Bel. Tyrane, defift foliciting vainefuitesy 
— * Relentles are mine cares to thy lamentes, a 
As thy butcher is pittileffe and bale, : & 
Which fcazd on my Evaffo,harmeleffe Knight, . 
Yet by thy power thouthinkeftro command, 
' Andto thy power Perfeda doeth obey $ 
But were the able, chus the would reuenge. 
‘Thy cceachericsontheeignoble Princes 
And onher felfe,fhe would be thus reueng’d, 
7 13 . Stab ber fel: ¢, 0 
King. Well fayd old Marthall,chis was brausly done, 
Hier But Bet-ineperia playes Perfedawell, =; 
Use. Were thisin carne:t Bel-sasperia, - 3 
You would bebetrer to my fonne when fo. oe 
Kg. But now what followes for Hierenime, wt 
Hyer, Marty,this followes for Hecronsmo. | 
Heere breake we off our funcry languages, 
Aad thus conclude Lin eur yulgar tongue. . ee 
Happely you chinke,but booceleffe be your thoughes s 
 ‘Thacthisisfabuloufly councerfele 
— Aad that we doe as all Tragedians doe, i 
ee Se L 3 To 


? 
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Todietoday for(fathioning ourScene) —' } 


The death of efsax,0r fome Romane Peere;, 


Andina minute ftarting vp againe, 
Reuiue to pleafe too morrowes audience. 
No, Princes: know I am fserontmo, 


The hopeleffe father of a hapleffe fonne, 


 Whofe tongueis tun’d to-tell his lateft cale, 


Not toexcute groffe crrouts in the Play. 

I fee your lookes vrge inftance ef thefe wordes), se 

Behold the reafon verging metothis; bE 
He flrewes bis dead fenne,. 


_ See heere my thew fooke on this {pedtacle.: 2% 


Hecre lay my hope,and heere my hope hattrendes: 
Hreere Jay my hearet,and heere my heart was flaine =: 
Heere lay my treafure,heere my trealure loft : 

Heere lay my blaffe,and:heere my bliffe bereft . 

But hope, beart,treafure,ioy,and bhiffe:. 

All fled, faild,died,yea all decayde with this,. 
From forth thefe woundescame breath chat gane me life,. 
They murdered me that made thefe facall mackes 3 


The caufe wasloue, whence prew this mertall hate,, 


Thehate Lorenzo;and yong Baltbazar::- . 
The loue my fonne to Belaimperia, 


. But night theeouerer of accurfed crimes, 


_ With fooneft {peed thafledtothenoyfé,° aac 


- Speake Porcagues, whole loffe relemt lcs mine, 


With pitchic filence hufhe the traicors.harmes. | 
Andlent them leaue,for they had forted leafure,. 

To cake aduantage in-my garden plot, . re 
Vpon my fonnegny deare Horatio, 
There mercilctié hey butchered vp inyboy,, 
In blacke dacke night,to pale dim cruel dead, =e 
He thiikes,I heard,and-yet me thinkesRheares' = 
His difmall out-ctieecchointheayrez. se 


Where hanging onatree I found my fonne,.) « 
Through gjrt with wounds and flaughtered as you fee, 
An !erceued I (chinke you)at this fpeétacle ? © i 
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| {Hf thou canft weepe ypon.thy Bakhazar 2 


e 


Tis like 1 waild tor my Horatio, 
And you,my L, whofe reconciled fonne, 


-Marcht ina neyand choupht himlelfe vofeene, 


And rated me fot braineeficke lunacie; ° 
‘Which God amende,that mad Hicrontme, 


_ How can you brooke our playes Catattrophe? 
And hcere behold this blodie hand-kerchety _ 


‘Which at Horatio: death, weeping dipt, 
“Within che river othis bleeding woundes$ ~ 
It. as propitioussfee I hauere(erued, 
(And neuer hath it left my bloody heart, 
Soliciting remembrance at my vow, 7 
With theie,Octhefe accurfed murderers, 
“Which now performde,my heart is fatisfied. 
And to this end the Befbaw i became, 


' That might reuenge me on Lorenzow life 9 | 


‘Who therefore was appointedtothe part, . 





And was to i apy Knighe of Rhodes, - | 


That I might kill him more conueniently. 


‘So Usce-roy,was this Balthazar thy fonne, 


That Selusas which Belimoeria, 
Jn perfon of Perfeda murdered : 


_ ‘Soly appoinced to that tragicke part, 


That fhe might flay him chae offended her; - 


Poore Belo:mperia milt her parc inthis, 


For though the ftorie faith-the thould haue died, 
. Yet Tof kindnefic, and of casero her, | 


Did otherwifedetermineofherenda - 


. 
cy 
° 


But loue of him,whom they did hate soo much, _ 


Did vrgc herrotolution tobe fuch. 
And Princes,now behold Gicrexime, — 
Author,and aQtor in this Tragedies 
Bearing his lateft fortune in his fit § . 
And willas refoluce conclude his part, _ 


"As any of che actors gone before.. 


And Gentles,chus I end my play, 


Vige 





eee re, 
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¢ no more wordes,I haue no mere to fay: 
- Ele runs to hang boos 


. King. O hearken Viceorey,hold Hicronimes 
Brother,my Nephew and thy fonne are flaine. 
_ Vue, We are betrayde,my Balthazy is flaine, 
Breake opethe doores,run,faue Hicronime, _ 
"ae T hey breake in,and hold Hieronime, 
Feeronits0, Doe but enforme the King of thefe events, 
— Vpormine honoar chou thalt haue no harme, 
Hier, Vice. roy, 1 will nox traft chee with my life, 
Wauch E this day haue offeredtomy fonne: ._ a 
Accurted wreedh,why {tay't chou hin that was refoludto die | 
King. Speake Traiteur,damned bloody murderer fpeak, 
For now [ haue thee, I will make chee {peake, | 
~ Why ha-tchou done this vndeferaing deed 2 
‘Ose, Why hatt chou murdered my Baithazer ? 
| Caff, Wir hatt chou butchered both my childrenthus? 
Fier. B it are you furethey are dead ? ; 
Cut. I flauetoofure, 9 
_ Heer,What and yours too? | 
Wic.1,all are dead,not one of chem furniue, *- 
__ Heer. Nay,then Lcare not,come,and we fhall be friends, 
Let vs lay ous heades together, | _ 
See here’sa goodly nowfe will hold them all, 


» . Ose, Odamned Deuill, how fecurc he is: of 


Hier. Secute,why doeft thou wonder ati; 
I tell thee Vice-roy,this day T hauc fcene reueng’d, - 
_ And inthat fight am grownea prowder Monarch, =~ 
Then euer fate vader theCrowne of Spaines | 


a | Had [as many lyues asthere be Srarres, 


As many Heauens to goto, es thdfe lives, 

Ide giuethem all,Jand my fouletoboore, 
Bur I would feethcerideinthisred poole. 
Caft. Speake, Who. were thy confederates in this? 

_ _ Use, Thatwas thy daughter BeLimperia,. = 
For by hor hand my Babhacar was anes: a4 
°- , _ ° aw 


~~ 


2 ee Tbe Spa Treg —— 
J favr herftabhirs. =... -- “aS S 
 _Hée.O good werds:: as deare to me was my Horaio, 
: As yours,er yours,or yours my L.to you. | 
My giltleffodonse was by Lorenzo flaine, eee 
'. And by Levenzs,anggbat Balthazar, eee 
" Am Tatlaft reuenged thorowly.; — | : 


a Vpon. whofefoules may heauens be yer revenged, 3 : —— 


"With.greater farre then thefe affli€tiens, 

Me thinkes fince] grew inward withreuenge, 

I cannot looke widi fcorne enough on death. — 
King, What dock thou mocke ys flaue,bring torturs forte:. 
Hie. Doe,doe,doe, and meane time Ile torture you 8 


- You lad a fonne (as I take it) and your fonne,* .._ 


Should ha’e. beene married to your daughter: : ha,wattn Hot for 


- You hada fonne too,she was'my Lieges Nephew, Am 


He was protide and politicke,had he lived, 
He might acome to weare the crowne of Spaine,. 


 [thinke twas fo:twasI chat killed him,~ ; tee 


Looke you this fame hand,twasit chat {tab’d «. 
His heart,Doe you fee this hand? | 
For one Horatio,ifyou-cucr knew him 
- Ayouth,one that they hanged vpin his fathers gardens. 
One that did force your valiant fonne to yeelde, 
_ your more valiant fonne did take him prifoner: 
_ Vif. Be deafe my fences, I can heate no more, : 
King, Fall heauen,and couer ys with thy fad ruinesy, 
(aft. Rowle afl the world within thy pitchy cloud,. 
Hie, Now doe ] applaud what Ihaue acted. | ae 
| Nunck mers cada-manus.. | | 
Now to expreffe the supture of my part; 
Fist take my tongue,and afterward my heare.. | 
- He bites ont bis tenguins 
King,O montlerous refolution of awreich, | 
See Uree-roy,he hath bitten forth his congue, | 
Rather then to reueale what we requirde,. 
. Of. Yet canhe Wiiee 


’ 


a of 
eS ; . 


ME SO King, And: 


\ 


> Ortethelothfome poole of e-4cheran,| 


* * ‘When blood and forrow finifh: my defires, 
Vile Serbsrine,by Pedringane {laine & 





eee 
2 “Ring. Andifinthis: ‘atishevs get, = 
We will deuifethe’xtreameltkind of death, 
Thatewer wasinucatedfoeawretch, 
ose Ha makes fines for a kaife te mend his pin. 


* Cal.O, he would haue a knife to mer his pen. 
Usce, Heere,and aduife shee that chow wrice che troth, | 


| Looke to my brotheg,{aue /Zseronine. 


He with the kife fiabds the, Dike attd himfelfe, 
*Ring, What age hath ewer heard fuch monftrous deeds? _- 
My brother and thewholefucceeding hope, " 
That Spaine expected after my difceafe. 


‘Go beare his hodiehence that we may mourne 


Theloffeofonrbelowed brothersdeath, == ~ : 


| Thathe may bein tomb’dwhaterc befall, 


Lam the nex the neereft haft of all, - 
- Vice. And thou Don Pedre,doc the like for ys, — 
Take vp our haplesfonne vatimely flaine: _ i 


* Set me wit: hinijand he with wofull me, 


Vpon the naine matt ofa fhip vamand, . 
And let the winde and tide hale me along,’ 
To Silas barking andyntamed griefes _ 


~~? 


To weepe my want for my {weet Balthazar, 7 
Spaine hath no refuge for a Portingale. © - Exewnt. - > 


The trumpets found «dead March,the K ing of Spaise 
_ mourning after his brothers bedy,and the king of Por’ 
tingaie bearing the body of ha fonne, : 


o - 
ww 


; Enter Ghof and Rexengé, 
 Jnow my hopes haue ende jn theireffedts, — 
fderatie murdered in his fathers bower, 


> 


\ 


\ 


- Where neuer dying warresareftillinurde. =, - 
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Falle Pedringrno hangd.by.gquaincdeuiceg ve | 


Faire J/abela, by her ielfe miidone. 


Prince Bathazar wy Bel-imperja {tab’d, a er Bs mea 


The Duke of Gafisle and his wicked {enne, 
Bothdoné cadeath by old Hicronimea. ° — 
My Bel-swperiafalneasDidotell,, 
And good Hiercnime flaine by himfelfes 

I, theic were {pe€tacles to pleafe my foule. 


Now will I begge at lonely Preferpme, a 


T hat by che vercue of her Princely doome, 

i may confort my friends in pleafing fort, a 
And on my fooes workeiuft and fliarpe reuenge, © - 
Jlelead my friend Horasie chrough thofe ficldes, 


Ile leade faire [bella tothattraine, =e 
‘Where pittie weepes, but neuer feeleth paine 


> ‘Ylelead my Beloimperiatothofeioyes, = 
- That Vettall vergins,and taire Queenes poficle, - _ 


Tle leade Hieronime where Orphen playes, . 


_ Adding fweet pleafure to eternall dayes. 


But fay Renenge,for thou;mufthelpe ornone, 


. Againft che reft how fhall my hate be fhowne? -- 


2 Rewengte ae 
This hand fhall hale them downe to deepeft hell, 
Where nought but furies, tt and tortures dwell. 


a | Ghef. , 
Thien {weete Renenge doc thisat my requeft,. 
Let me be iudge,anddoomethemtoynrelt, = 
Let loofe poore T stins from the Vuleures gri pey . 


‘ And let Don Ciprian fapply his roome., 


-Repinning at our ioyes What are 


lace Don Lerenze on /xions wheele, 
And let the Louers endles paines fureeafes | 
dune forgetsold wrath and grantshimeafe. . 
Hang Balthazar about Chimeras necke | “a8 
And let him there bewaile his bloodie loue, © 
abouc : | 
L2° 
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R} Si The Spanifh Tragedie. 
a 2 «Let Sorbering goeroule che fatall ftons, 
Rg And take from Sscopus his endleffeifione.. 
. 5 - Falle Pedi sngan2 tor his trecherie, 7 
bad Or :: Let him be dragde through beiling 4: herons. 
4 : +. S ‘Arid there liue dying Aillin endles flames, 
ae Blafpheming Gods andall their holy ‘wamese. 
; sek ee &  Renange, 
S SS _ Theahattewe downe to.mecte thy friends andfoes 
© S&S S.r To place thy friends in eafe,thereRinwoes, | 
SRE ~~“ For heare though death hath ead theiemiferic, 
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